
“Did he think he was going to 
end up in your bed ? 

Daniel asked, 

ca? 

© 

"I don'l know and I don't care." She stared at him, 
willing him over to her. 

They stood very close together, not touching, just 
having an eye-to-eye confrontation. 

"Did you want to stay?" Daniel asked. 

"What do you think?" 

His lips were like fire, burning down on hers, and 
creating a sensation of excitement and abandon that 
seemed to have been buried for quite some time. 

She wasn't aware of the clothes slipping from her 
;ody. But she was aware of the way his fingers 
traced every outline of her form, creating exquisite 
electric shocks of ecstasy. 

She struggled to get his clothes off. Tore at his 

shirt, ripped the zipper on his trousers. "I want you so, 

so badly," she murmured. "I've wanted you for 

months and months. It seems like forever." 

.. He touched her breasts, played with them gently, 

.fjh'gered her nipples until she wanted to scream. She 

WonJf-d to beg him to make love to her . . . 

* . ■» »_■ ^ 


VT' 

'“Jackie Collins writes long, steamy cliff-hangers that 
show the world as a vast, unquiet bedroom where 
the rich and famous grapple. Millions buy her 
books.'’ 

— Wall Street Journal 
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Chapter 1- 


“Are you bored with sex?” Mike bad asked tbe oilier 
day. 

“Bored?” Cleo James bad repbed, her voice 
guilty, “of course not.” But she was bored by him, 
by the way be always made the same predictable 
moves, by tbe way be always touched ber in exactly 
tbe same places in exactly the same way. 

It was tbe beginning of summer in New York, a 
time when it is still pleasant to walk in the streets. 
Cleo stood in a fitting-room at Saks and stared at her 
reflection in tbe mirror. She bad discarded her own 
clothes and was trying on a beige suede dress. The 
dress bad been altered for her the previous week 
and it now fitted perfectly; but still she stared in the 
mirror, seeing a slim girl with long straight dark 
hair, big eves, a wide mouth. 

Cleo wasn't really thinking about the dress. The 
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dress was fine. She was thinking about her husband, 
Mike. She was thinking about him screwing that 


other girl* . , 

At the onset pf their relationship, sex with Mike 

had been fantastically exciting. Now he seemed 
stuck in some strange set rituaL 

He never wanted to try anything new. 

He never wanted to do anything different 
Marriage had changed him. 

He did not turn her on any more, and she never 
had been good at pretending. 

They didn’t row much In fact, hardly ever. 
They had discussions where they talked things out 
and analyzed situations. 

Mike was an executive with a record company. 
He was thirty-six, seven years older than Cleo. At- 
tractive in a free rangy style, with his Che mous- 
tache and come-on eyes. They had been married 
four years. A modem marriage where infidelity cer- 
tainly shouldn’t be the end of the world. 

“Did you fancy her?” How many times had Cleo 
asked h i m that question, her stomach in knots wait- 
ing for his reply. 

“Sure.” Mike would laugh and make a joke of it 
“I even fucked her a few times ” 

Ha, ha, not very funny, Cleo thought and she 
never questioned further. She didn’t want to know. 
Now she knew. She had seen him. 

Mike was her second husband, the first a vague 
memory when she was eighteen. She loved Mike, 
but not the white heat of love she had felt when 
they were first together. 

It looks great huh?” The salesgirl popped her 
head around the door. 


Ties, its fine,” Cleo replied. But it wasn’t fine 
that she d caught Mike today. It wasn’t fine that his 
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lean naked body had been bent in such, obvious 
enjoyment. It wasn’t fine that the busty blond be- 
neath him was one of her best friends. 

She unzipped herself out of the beige fringed 
suede and handed it to the girl to take away to 
wrap. 

Are you bored with sex? Why had he asked her 
that? She wasn’t doing anything different. Were her 
sexual moves as predictable as his? 

Perhaps the gradual lull in their sex life was her 
fault But she knew it wasn’t It was Mike who had 
changed. 

She had been unfaithful once. One man, one 
time. It had been beautiful, but at the same time 
sordid. She had made sure it was only once. 

They had money, not vast amounts, but enough 
to satisfy most material demands. Mike was success- 
ful. Cleo worked for magazines as a freelance inter- 
viewer. They didn’t need the money she made, but 
she enjoyed working, she loved her job. 

She dressed slowly, dark brown gauchos, Sonia 
Rykel sweater, Biba boots, Gucci leather belt, Oliver 
Goldsmith brown-tinted sun specs to cover her prune 
eyeshadowed eyes. 

She collected her package and walked out into 
the Fifth Avenue sunshine. She was supposed to 
meet Ginny for lunch and it was too late to cancel. 
The last thing she felt like doing was having lunch 
with Ginny — Ginny of the baby blue eyes, blond 
curls, and vast sexual appetite. 

“Ginny’s a bird Drain,” Mike had said many 
times. But then he always had disparaging com- 
ments to make about most of her friends — including 
Susan, the blond wriggling about under him-* that 
vciy morning. . V” 

Maybe he hud also had Ginny. It ' - 
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implausible thought Gtony w “, a 

lav but she was also the last of the great taurers, 

S if she had been with Mike full detaJs would be 

all over town. . . , - 

“1 flunk you stink!” an old woman kissed eft 

Cleo as she passed on by, and Cleo took no notice ot 
tbe old biddy who launched awav up Fifth Avenue 
waving a flowered parasol before tier. New \ ork was 
full of nuts, and you just ignored them and hoped 
that one dav vou wouldn’t get raped or robbed or 
attacked or shot. New Yorkers were immune to the 
violence among them, only the tourists moved un- 
easily. Cleo felt like a New Yorker, although she had 
only lived there for the four years since marrying 
Mike. She was actually from London, a place she 
had hardly moved out of before — only as far as 
Europe for a weekend tan. 

She wrestled with a blue-suited businessman 
for a cab, and won. Then she sat back and tried to 
untense herself. She didn’t want to arrive at lunch 
in a neurotic state, ready to pour out the whole 
Stupid store to Girmv. 

Ihe whole (lung was so goddamn ridiculous. 
Why did she f >•*•! 'ud about it? It was just one of 
those things that went on every day. It was perfect- 
ly understandable. 

, screw liirn for choosing one of her friends. 
And double screw lum for letting her catch them at 


it. 


v If 1 / wis h‘-d she had never met Mike, and 

mL w k’ V %V T hcd she had never married him. 
;3 d r ecn the T, that had listed on getting 
d ’ u C0 TV ld havc bTOn happy just living 
obefnTw th 1 f itude u P set hi ™ he was used 

Cold riL on\f r S Wh Tf ultimate g° al W£ * the thin ' 
g d ring on their wedding finger. He couldn’t uu- 
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derstand the fact that Cleo. didn’t care. It was a blow 
to his ego. He insisted that they get married. If they 
weren’t married now it would all be a lot easier. She 
had one bad marriage behind her, she didn’t want to 
make it two. . . . 

The restaurant was small and noisy. Ginny was 
already there, sitting at a table sipping a Martini 
and exchanging glances with a well-known actor 
who was close by. 

“Boy, would I like to handle him !” she enthused 
as Cleo sat down. Ginny was an agent, thirty* 
plumpish, divorced, not unattractive in a girly way. 
“Hey, you look very good today. I like die boots, 
where did you get the boots?” 

“The Biba Boutique. I had to go back three 
times to get my size. Who’s the extra seat for?” 

“Susan said she'd try to join us. I had the most 
fantastic night last night; went to that new disco 
down in the Village with Bob, and guess who came 
in. Cy Litva. You remember what mat bastard did 
to me last time — well, I tell you when I saw the 
little fink I went hot and cold — but I was cool, just 
smiled, ylcnow. I looked very good, had on my Saint 
Laurent shirt, and a darling pair of hot pants, and 
were they ever hot! Well . . . ’ 

Ginny talked a lot. She told of each sexual 
encounter in detail and with great enjoyment. She 
didn’t notice that Cleo was hardly listening. 

Cleo was thinking — Susan will not be joining 
us, Susan would not have the nerve to join us, be- 
cause even if Susan hadn't seen her walk unex- 
pectedly into Mike’s office, Mike certainly had. 

She remembered the morning yet again. She 
had been near his office, and decided to pop ir " ~'l 
surprise him. His receptionist was not there, 
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had recently been in a play where she had had to 
strip off and simulate masturbation. The play had 
only run three nights. 

"I’m not typed you know” Susan said irritably, 
“anyway actresses don’t have to strip at auditions. It 
doesn’t matter what your body is like, it’s the play 
that matters.” 

“Oh sure,” Cleo said. "Susan, I never thought 
I’d hear you coming out with that tired Hollywood 
claptrap.” 

"Let’s order for crissakes,” Ginny interrupted; 
"if I have a salad for lunch does that mean I can go 
mad -tonight and gorge myself? Cy’s taking me to 
eat Russian, and I love eating Russian. Hey — that 
conjures up a mental picture of a guy’s dick covered 
in sour cream. Delicious — do you think he’d dig 
it?” 

"Your conversation always reminds me of a col- 
lege girl who finally got it for the first time the night 
before,” Cleo said coldly. 

Ginny shrugged. "It’s always the first time for 
me,” she giggled. 

"How’s Mike?” Susan asked, a shade too casual- 

ly. 

Cleo fixed her with green angry eyes, but her 
voice was even. "What the fuck sort of childish 
game are you playing, Susan? If this is the best 
acting ability you’ve got I can understand how you 
ended up playing with yourself in some fleapit off 
Broadway. 

"What’s going on?” Ginny asked blankly, put- 
ting down the menu. “What’s with the insults? 

L Susan muttered, a dull red Hushing her. face, I 
don’t know, I only asked how Mike was, I . . . 

"Oh, cut it out, baby” Cleo said, risi"" frnrn ,Im 
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table, ‘'fuck my husband if you want, but don't take 
me for an idiot. Sorry about this, Ginny, I’ll talk to 
you later.” 

Susan said, "But . . 

Cleo didn’t wait to hear. She was out of there. 
She was in the street She was walking with tears 
blinding her eyes. She was cursing because her eye- 
lashes were falling off. 

I have blown my cool, she thought Not only 
have I blown my cool but the whole of New York 
will know about it because of Ginny Sadler’s big big 
mouth. ° 

Where has all my women’s lib good sense gone 


Live and let live. 

Fuck and let fuck. 

Well, it was probably all for the good. It had 
certainly shaken Susan up. 

mat a fool Mike was not to have told her. 

\\ hat a fool Mike was period. 

"De« ITS * le,t ” »° ton in her mind. 

we , lave lived together and 
terminate ini- ° r SGVera ^ )' cars 1 would now like to 

ST you. bot^T f 1 ‘r 1 1 tove out- 

favc "* Physically, and we 

ture of indiference. I vLh'voum TT * 
u-itl, Susans big boobs. 

ppS TZ T kn i V/ blg Uts were }'Qur hang up 
it W >' 0U ^ed girls wh § o played 

Her P fS 1 1 J ' USt never knew” 

'*£&*&* “Ihnf ' 77 ° f 

wrapped them in a tissue. g e l e^hes and 

Sh “ U ° Uld g ° h ° me and re P a *r her make-up. 
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bathe and change. She would also pack. She had 
been due to leave the following morning on an- 
interview assignment in London, but she would 
leave tonight She would take the coward's way out 
and stay in a hotel for the night and not face Mike. 
She didn’t want to see him, he would only lie. She 
wanted time to think. 

She ran for a cab, lost it, and waited for a 

bus. 
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Chapter 2 

The girl had blond hair, bubbly and curly and 
streaked with little patches of orange. 

Her face was very pretty, very painted- 

False freckles abounded. Little brown dots 
painstakingly sketched on early in the morning. 

Each extra eyelash was fixed individually. Chi- 
na blue eyes were surrounded by China blue eye 
shadow. 

Her own eyebrows had been shaved off and 
replaced with clever arched strokes of soft brown 
pencil. 

Full pouty lips were made more so by two 
different shades of pale lipstick, and over the top 
liberal helpings of lip gloss. 

Clever shading fined her slightly plump checlcs 
down, and her skin was softly burnished all over by 
an out-of-the-bottle sun tan. 
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She wasn’t very tall, only about five foot three, 
but the enormous clogs she was wearing added a 
good six inches. They were green with red stripes 
and she wore them with bright green tights and 
rolled up to the knee iaded blue jeans. She had a 
tinv waist. siightK exposed as the skimpy halter top 
sweater let t a gap ot tour inches. She wore no bra, 
and her breasts, perky and upright, bounced engag- 
ing! 1 , through die thin material. 

She strolled through Harrods, swinging an out- 
si/.e cans as bag in one hand, and stuffing chocolates 
— Ma’tt 'Ui —into her ever open, every moist 

lb r name was Muffin, but all the photographers 

ta'.l* >i her ( nanpet. 

She was twentv, and had found fame as a re- 
spectable nude model. Respectable meaning that 
her nude or semi-nude poses advertised everything 
from bras to men’s shirts in all the best magazines 
and newspapers. 

Muffin was oblivious to the stares, she was used 

to it. 


■ “* v • T 'he sunglasses counter and tried 
7 round, pink tinted. 

‘ 1 ^' t “ She glanced surreptitiously 

l ri^f » <**% 

firmlvonlarnoM-. ' tUlU ‘ h;r > § lasses stuck 

rn0re Malte sers into her 

Z 1 "dTi , ra ‘ p, > r-to »d i« it fau to 

worn-out Of f! .7* 'o Herself she 

man to 5 ct her 'bar' ,u,d “ k< -d the door- 

» cab'tamedTaTcIv SUMwT lj, « Muffin attracted 
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apartment with her boyfriend, Jon Clapton. He was 
the photographer who had discovered Muffin when 
she was seventeen, and had moved her in with him 
as soon as they had persuaded her parents in Wim- 
bledon that it was O.K. 

“We’re going to get married,” Jon had assured 
them, “just as soon as I get my divorce ” 

“Anybody home?” Muffin called, as she let her- 
self in. Scruff, the mongrel dog she had found wan- 
dering the streets, barked confirmation that he was 
indeed home. 

“Want to go out for a walk, fella?” Muffin in- 
quired. She looked on the message pad by the 
pbone to see if Jon bad left her any notes. He had 
been asleep when she had left that morning. 

“Terrazza — nine o’clock,” he had scrawled, “get 
tarted up, it’s the Schumann calendar deal.” 

Muffin screwed up her face in distaste. She 
hated all the business dinners that Jon got together. 

“We have to do them," Jon would patiently 
explain. “It’s the personal touch these old geezers 
like. So what if they touch you up with their eyes, 
they’re going to see all of you in the photos any- 
way.” 

“Photos axe different,” Muffin would argue. 

“All right, forget it Be just another drearv Ihiie 
; model girl with nice tits. Tin zaakfn y 
ity, a star. 


% 


Muffin had to agree the t he Tjr ~ 
being offered money now that a 
only dreamed about 

Jon handled everything, T-~ -r 
count and all monies fhs» *—.=■— ---- 
paid into that. ' 

Jon was a successful rhots-srarh^ 
did together they £ oi naff S >1 ' ' 



There was M uffin on the beach, in a car, on a 
boat, all naked. 

There was Muffin in a large hat and nothing else. 

Muffin in fine black tights and nothing else. 

Muffin in thigh-length white boots. 

“She’s a lovely girl,” Klauss said thickly. 

“Yes” Jon agreed, “and she always looks so 
wholesome. Even the women love her. There’s noth- 
ing rude about her, that’s the great thing.” 

Klauss nodded, and flicked through the photos 
again. 

"We have to have a final decision by tomor- 
row,” Jon said quickly. “Other important clients are 
after her and I must let them know.” 

“Of course. Of course. I know you have worked 
out all the details with our PRs. But I thought as I 
was in town I should meet with you both. However, 
Tm sure the answer is yes.” He picked up the photo 
of Muffin in the white boots. "Such a charming 
girl...” 

Yeah, Jon thought, a charming littler raver, who 
if it wasn’t for me would be finished by now, or 
perhaps would have never got started. 

He remembered how they met. At a skating 
rink of all places. Jon was doing a series of picture 
articles “Birds around London ” and Muffin had 
been at the skating rink, plump and spotty and 
toothy. She had been wearing an orange sweater, 
and Jon had thought “great pair of knockers ” so he 
had done a few photos of her They had turned out 
all right, and he had taken her down to Brighton to 
do some bikini shots. She had just left school and 
was taking a typing course. 

“Waste of time ” Jon had told her, “woman like 
you stashed behind a desk.” 
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She came to his studio to see the prints, and he 
suggested there was a lot of bread in nude model- 
ling- 

“My parents would be furious,” she had gig- 
gled But in no time at all she was out of her clothes, 
and he shot five rolls of film, and then in no tim e at 
all she was in his arms and they made it on the floor 
and he had ashed, “What’s a nice little girl from 
Wimbledon doing being so experienced?” 

Ive had five fellas,” she had announced, “one 
boyfriend a year since I was twelve!” 

\Vithin two months Jon had left his wife, and 
Muffin had lost her spots and ten pounds of baby 


Within six months Jon had started Muffin’s ca 
reer rolling, and she moved in with him. 

the a » ^erstanding relationship. Fron 

nf frnn^ J •” ^ to d her. Look, you’re young, lot 

‘° happM f ° r “ t0 S ether 

* oI ?-’ ste bad re marked. 

hrn J j? n a 5 reed a "but IVe got a wife anc 

ab ° Ut Her f' s 

Only there’s a ruin n J° SCTe ™ arou nd it’s cool 
person. Understand?” ^ 5036 0nly ^ same 
Muffin had nodded 

M^"^edl e s otMTf° UHtOX? ” 

fra^&swsas 

ton. " ant Mn| to becoming too sore o£ 
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“Ah, this must be the young lady now,” Klau ss 
announcetL 

Jon turned to watch her entrance. Smiling, 
pretty, everyone turning to look. 

Muffin had come a long way from the plump, 
spotty girl at the skating rink. 





Cleo went home, packed, bathed and changed, and 
was back at the office by four. 

There was an urgent message for her to call 
Mike, and two calls from Ginny. She didn’t return 
either of them. She checked through arrangements 
for her trip, and made a few business calls. 

At five Russell Hayes sent a messenger to see if 
she was free to come up to his office. Russell was the 
owner-editor of the magazine Image that was send- 
ing Cleo to Europe. He was a thin nervous man who 
had a disconcerting habit of biting his nails — two or 
three at a time. He wore pink shirts and cramped 
Italian suits, and after three wives he had settled for 
a parade of statuesque girlfriends who called for 
him at the office. 

*Lo, Russ,” said Cleo. She was feeling very 
down. "What’s going on?” 
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“It makes me feel such, a failure,” she said help- 
lessly. 

“Tell me about it.” 

She shook her head. “If I talk about it 111 
probably start crying. Anyway, it’s over, and I’ve 
moved out, and oh God, that reminds me. I’ve got to 
book into a hotel for tonight.” 

“You can stay with me if you want.” 

“We’re friends, right? I need friends, so a hotel 
will be better.” 

“I’ll have my secretary fix it, don’t worry about 
a thing.” 

The buzzer on his desk rang and the reception- 
ist told him Dr. Richard West was downstairs. 

“Send him up,” Russell said. “Cleo, you can 
meet him, and we’ll all go over to the party in my 
car. How’s that?” 

“Fine. Can I use your bathroom?” 

“Help yourself.” 

Cleo shut herself in the little oak-pannelled 
room adjoining Russell’s office and stared at herself 
in the mirror. Her make-up was perfect, having only 
been freshly applied that afternoon. She added a 
touch more prune eyeshadow, it made her oval face 
paler. 

“You’ve got the most incredible skin,” Mike had 
told her the first time they met 

She combed her long dark hair and remem- 
bered the first time Mike had undressed her. The 
original hang-up was purely sexual, and when the 
sex stopped being exciting the rot set in. 

How long could a relationship like that last? 
For how many years did one have to pretend it was 
i the greatest thing in the world? Oh, sure it was 
great, but there were other thin gs^ things that Mike 
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“I was thinking we might make a movie sale on 
your book,” Ginny said as Cleo moved off. “They 
buy titles you know. Sex — an Explanation — it could 
be a sort of groovy skin flick — like educational. Or 
even a Julie Andrews starrer with her as a school 
marm. There’s lots of possibilities. You’re not repre- 
sented, are you?” 

Richard shook his head. 

“Then Tm going to take you over and we’ll 
grow rich together.” She took his arm. "About that 
chapter on enlarged clitorises — there were one or 
two things I wanted to ask you about that” 

Cleo. felt suddenly tired. She had had enough 
of small talk, and smiling, and being nice to 

people who bitched as soon as you were two feet 
away. 

She looked around for Russell He was with a 
people, including the latest girlfriend, a 

redheaded giant named Florinda. 

„ ? v «- “I'm very Bred,” she whis- 

pered %Vhat hotel did you book me into?” 

palmofhblaad'lWr' 5 ^ fad “ d wflh 

“Thanks a lot.” 

m ™,"??’ t c WOn:5 ' thmi S h > 1 y°« I’ve got £ snare 

room, lots of spare rooms in factr S S P are 

Russell . . ” 

He aeted'olfeade/ 11 "™ 5 can trust mf /f 

ton yourelTyot ™ a nd teD 

and unless you fanrv {if ^ f , kaelc until hte, 

Florfadayou-Ubeleft me 

^aeofehtootiredl^e 0 ^^^ 


“°f course Pm sure. Tour suitcase is already in 
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my car. HI take you out to the chauffeur^ he can 
take you to my place, then come back for me. 

“If Mike turns up here .. 

“My lips are sealed.” «... 

Impulsively Cleo kissed him on the cheek. Its 
good to have a friend like you. 

Russell laughed nervously. “Ive told you be- 
fore, if ever you and Mike split I’m very available. 

Cleo nodded. He may make himself available, 
but he just wasn’t her type. 


Russell lived in a sprawling penthouse with in- 
credible views over the city. Cleo had been there on 
social occasions and thought to herself what a great 
apartment. Now, seeing it devoid of people, it 
seemed like a set out of a movie. 

The houseboy let her in, and showed her to ar 
orange tented bedroom, adjoined to a bathroom tha' 
featured a sunken hath big enough for six. Silentl) 
the houseboy demonstrated how the bath could b< 
turned into a thermal whirlpool. Cleo nodded. Th< 
last thing she felt like was a thermal whirlpool bath. 

The houseboy pointed out various switches 
One for music, or tapes, or TV. 

It was one hell of a guest room, Cleo mused 
She glanced at the piles of nooks piled neatly on th< 
bedside table. Erotic Art, The History of Erotica 
Sexual Understanding. She started to smile. Oi 
Russell! What a disappointment vou turned out h 
be. Where was the stack of Playboy magazines? 

Sure enough they were piled on a glass tab! 
near to the loo. 

She pushed the button for the tapes, and Isaa 
Hayes came on at his most homy. 

She wondered what Mike was doing now. H 
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mid have arrived home. Would he realue Jie kv 
ae? If he checked the bathroom he would. No 
ae feminine clutter. If he looked in her closets he 
mid. No more favorite clothes. 

Perhaps she should have left a note. No. The 
■11 with 6m. Let him wonder. By the time he got 
ound to looking for her she would be in London. 

She wanted to sleep, but sleep wouldnt come, 
[er thoughts were too active, darting this way and 


iat 

Repeatedly the scene with Mike making love to 
usan flashed before her eyes. If only he had 
topped, rolled off. But no, he had just stared at 
Ileo, stared right through her, and just kept on 
grinding away. 

What a bastard. Didn’t want to spoil his fun. 
?uck now — argue later. 

Well she had screwed that little game. She just 
wasn’t around to argue with; and Mike would hate 
that. Mike was a talker, a reasoner. Keeping it all to 
himself would choke him. 


Good. Let him choke. Let him discuss it with 
Susan bird brain. 

An hour must have passed when she heard her 
door open and someone tiptoed in. She clicked on 
the bedside lamp. It was Russell. 

right'’ 1, lie fail SS *° ^ evei T thill g' s 311 

to S W lEw 3 ae h et " p ; ” Fine - 1 i ust “n't seem 

! itoaiSSSS?* you - ^ ^ 

1 ^Where’s Florinda?” 

* “Sent her home” 

! Tou shouldnt have done so on my account ” 
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lie clicked the bedside lamp off, whispered good- 
night, and was gone. 

Cleo leapt out of bed and locked the door. She 
didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. 

The perfect end to a perfect day. ' 
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“You were greatl” Jon said, "absolutely perfect. The 
.Schumann Calendar is going to he all ours by to- 
morrow. Takes care o£ our holiday problems this 
year.” 

i Muffin giggled. “He didn’t half give me a few 
funny looks. Honestly, sometimes I feel more naked 
than any of my photos when these old fellas gaze at 

r> 

me. 


\ Jon patted her on the knee. “Doesn’t bother you 
does it?” 


“Sometimes j& makes me feel a bit sort of fun- 


' - » 

ny ... 

. ‘Tie face, your little boobs are verv 
they’d all like to have a grope. Enjoy it 
One day youll he a little old hdv in 
and then youTL be wishing you were a 

of . . 


't 


TX 
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>ni” 

He put his arms around her and kissed the li 
gloss off her full pouty lips. She snuggled up again 
him. 

He pulled her blue denim frilled skirt up fro 
behind and slid his hands under her tight-fittii 
bikini pants. “Beautiful bum . . he mumbled. 

"Your hands are freezing!” she complained, bi 
she didn’t try to move them. 

“I’m going to take your knickers off, little girl.” 

Muffin gasped, china blue eyes widened. “C 
please, sirl I’m just an innocent country maide 
please do not molest me!” 

Ton peeled the pants off her. “O.K., count 
maiden, let me into your forest.” 

"But sir . . ” 


The phone rang. 

"Shit!” said Jon. 

Muffin answered it, slowly unbuttoning ti 
» cam ' S0 ^ e top she was wearing. “It’s yo 
wife, she hissed, sticking a small pink tongue out 
Jon, and marching out of the room. 

want now?” ked UP 1116 pW - ^ ane? mat do ^ 


? e Padri j ^ved with her for three years but si 
still depended on him for everything. All right, ) 
ffidnt mind supporting his kids, but why did 1 
have to keep her and her layabout boyfriend? 

moro^;f ed ” 0re ” 0ney - ^ ^ Want ' 

He had bought her a little house in Putne 

Sfc bS. ve quM a week> and he paid £ 

r T 35 1 ro ?? mother - He saw the childrc 

every weekend and they always looked filthy. 

Look after diem yourself if you think •*, 
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le dolly bird can do any better.” Jans woain 
>er when be criticized 

Jon would have liked to bave taken ber up cn nor 
er, but there was no way Mu ffin could cope with 
o small children. Muffin was just a kid bersen. 

Plans for a divorce were well under way. hat 
ancial hassles kept on bolding it up. 

Jon agreed to send ber another fifty. Fucszzg 
2 cb. So much for young romantic love. Never nr- 
young. Even better — never marry. 

Muffin was at ber dressing table eareznJL- asel- 
g off single eyelashes and placing tT» £ TH QT t gj g-g- 
3X. He ruffled ber hair. "Get lostT she matured 
me on die phone never put her in a good mood. It 
jminded her of the divorce that Jon - - -- r- .— - - - -- 

nd so far failed to get 




Mike James smoked long, thin, black cigarettes. 
They were better for you than ordinary cigarettes, 
and cheaper than cigars. Actually the main reason 
he smoked them was because they had style, and 
, Mike always had been a man who liked style. 

That was why he was mad that Cleo had 
caught him with Susan. If there was one quality 
Susan did not possess it was style. She was just a 
schlock with a great body. Sometimes the lure of a 
pair of sensational knockers proved too much for 
even the most discerning of men. 

Afer being discovered by Cleo, Mike got rid of 
Susan quicldy. She went with a smile and a wink, 
bee you again soon, honey.” 

„ loyalty of women. The only thing you 

Aem ^ w f y° m cock, and that was 
only on a temporary basisl 



He regretted the fact that he hadn’t waited t< 
hall Susanfwaited only a matter of days until Glee 
was safe and sound in Europe. But his motto in life 
had always been “do not do tomorrow what you can 

do today.” . , „ 

He thought of a million if only s. 

If only he had locked the office door. 

If only he hadn't sent his secretary out for 

coffee. , , ' 

If only Cleo had knocked. Jesus, she never 

called in on him at the office; now she would think 


he spent his entire time there screwing. 

Mike paced around his office Cleo was certain- 
ly not going to take kindly to the fact that she had 
caught him with one of her friends. It would have 
been better if he had been straddling a stranger 
aboard the office couch. That would have been bad 


enough — but this . . . 

Susan had been giving him the come-on for 
some time. He had lunched her the previous week, 
and they were both aware of what promises “come 
to my office for coffee” offered. 

It was one thing your wife finding out aboui 
another woman, but actually catching you at it— 
well, that just wasn’t a good scene. Not unless you 
had in mind a cosy threesome, and Cleo woulc 
never go along with that, indeed he wouldn’t wan 1 
her to. Sex with Cleo was beautiful. Cool, calm 
satisfying. Sex with other women was different 
more raunchy, rougher. He could use them in a \va] 
he didn’t care to use Cleo He had used Susan. I 


meant no more to him than a morning’s fun. 

From the very beginning things had been dif 
ferent with Cleo. She had come into his life at i 
time when he had decided that the life he led wa 
perfect. He worked hard at a job he liked. He had i 
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ice apartment A Ferrari. A lot of different girl- 
lends. In fact lie felt he was personally living out 
le Playboy dream. 

Cleo came along and proved to him that it was 
ist a wet dream after all. 

She didn’t want to get married. She was inde- 
endent. She asked him for nothing. After six 
lonths of living together he insisted that they marry, 
[f you really love me you’ll prove it by marrying 
le,” he had said. 

How many girls had said that to him in the 
ast . . . 

So they got married, and it was great. Four 
ears of living with an intelligent, beautiful girL A 
ery modem marriage. 

Surely Cleo had never imagined he was faith- 
ul? No one was faithful. She wouldn’t expect him to 


Of course she probably was, well naturally. 
Women were different, they didn’t have such needs, 
uiyway he just knew that Cleo wouldn’t deceive 
um with another man, it wasn’t her scene. He kept 
ier appy sexually. He kept her happy in every 
vay. Way he’d fucking loll her if she ev2 
crewed around. But of course she never would. 

had often discussed other women. He had 

ad ho £ f T C ? d one or tilat one > and they 
rad both laughed about it. - Cleo was probablv 

aughmf now. When he got home later she lo M hl 

ivould^av^nd 0 ^ taSte ’ 1 ] hat ’ S y° ur problem ” she 

“ d kugh 

be. Cleo was far *** WaS tlle wa y would 

deal out of this.- ° 6Ver a woman to make a big 


Maybe the best thing to do would be to nol 
mention it. Just ignore the fact that it had ever hap- 
pened. No — he wouldn’t get away with that Clec 
would want an inquest. She was entitled to an in- 
quest and he was quite prepared to eat humble 
pie. 

After all she was the woman he loved, and he 
was going to have to prove it to her. 

Perhaps it was a good thing that he had finally 
been caught. Now it would have to stop, and maybe 
what he really wanted after all was a one woman 
relationship. 
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Chapter 6 


Cleo did not feel safe -until slie was on the plane, in 

the air, on the way to London. t 

; It wasn’t crowded, and she sat on the aisle sea^ 
The middle seat was vacant, and the window seat 
•was occupied by a male singer that she vaguely 
recognized as Snep Stone. He was taking nervous 
swigs out of a Tiffany hip flask, and, as soon as they 
were airborne he lit up a joint which he calmly 
smoked hidden behind a Time magazine. 

Cleo was in no mood for conversation, and for- 
tunately it seemed he felt the same way. 

She was angry, humiliated, disgusted. Bussell 
Hayes’ behavior was really chickenshit. He had 
appeared that very morning like nothing had hap- 
pened. He was smiling and dapper and fall of busi- 
ness-like conversation. They had eaten breakfast to- 
gether, silently as far as Cleo was concerned. But it 
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hadn’t phased him one bit. He had insisted on com- 
ing to the airport with her. Paid her excess baggage. 
Bought her ten new magazines and an ugly toy dog. 
When they parted he tried to kiss her, but she 
moved her face and he just got her cheek. 

“Last night was wonderful,” he whispered. 
What did you say to a man like that? 

She tried to smile a goodbye, but after years of 
being fairly good friends she suddenly hated him, 
and her smile turned sour. 

“Don’t feel guilty, darling,” Russell' said reassur- 
ingly. “Everything will work out for die best.” 

Cleo boarded the plane in a mild fury. Christl 
What an egotistical shit Russell turned out to be. 
Sweet, kind, funny old Russ. One of Mike’s best 
friends. A hell of a best friend he turned out to be. A 
hell of a friend Susan turned out to be. 

Can I borrow one of your magazines?” Shep 
Stone leaned across and asked. ° 

“Sure” Cleo dumped all ten of them on the 
middle seat 


'‘Going to London?” he inquired. 

i , at a stu pid question considering that’; 
u here the plane was headed. “Umm ” Cleo mumbled 
™ ere before? ” he persisted. 
nl * 20 replied coldl y- was it abou 

For an tamXSpS-up'? 1 ” 1 ^ 0 " yOU ' WB " thW 

Hmes.Xou&oter Ve bem * bere J 

awfu?^headache n Etare at bim ' “Look, I have a) 
ou tp- ‘ 0 y° u mind if we sit this on< 


“Huh?” 

“Have a magazine, a hostess, anything. But 
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ease, a little silence.” She tamed away, h-^ uSA 
if ore he had managed a hurt expression. . ^ 

Shep Stone was quite well-known as a singer or 
imantie ballads, but he had never really made it 
is. He was about thirty-five with brown hair and a 
ice smile. Not exactly an Andy Williams, but head- 

ig that way. „ 

Cleo shut her eyes and tried to regain her 
noughts. She was going to London to start on the 
sries of interviews Image magazine had commis- 
ioned. It was to be headed “Who’s Afraid of the 
Jig Bad Wolf ” and it was to be an in-depth, prob- 
ag analysis, of five famous eligible male movie 
tars. 

“You’ll do the five most homy guys,” Russell 
lad said. “You’ll do a great job, baby. We’ll run it 
)ver five issues.” 

Cleo had liked the idea. She was good at inter- 
views, although she was usually more into politi- 
cians or businessmen. “Actors are so overdone,” she 
had said at first “What more is there to say about 
someone who’s said it all three hundred times be- 
fore?” 


Mike had encouraged her. “It’ll be good for 
you, a change of pace is just what you need. Your 
stuff is always so serious.” 

So Cleo had said yes. The money was good. A 
couple of weeks in London at the Connaught. She 
could see her mother. A few days in the South of 
France, and maybe Rome. 

“Did my smoking bother you?” Shep Stone 
asked anxiously. “If it did Tm sorry. I don’t usually 

tu-ttariS^V goddam * rm scaied o£ 

Cleo sighed patiently. She found it extremely 
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hard to he rude to people. In print it was easy, hut 
in person she chickened out “It didn’t bother me, I 
guess I’m just tired.” 

“Would you like a drink? It will pick you up.” 

Geo nodded. May as well give in, now the 
plane was on its way he was determined to talk. 

And talk he did. All the way across the Atlantic. 
She heard about his career, his three wives, his two 
children, his financial position, his political beliefs; 
and finally, of course, ms sex life. “I like women,” he 
explained, “maybe I like them too much. I started 
making it when I was eighteen. That’s late, isn’t it? 
Well, anyway . . .” The plane ran into a sudden 
storm, ^and Shep ran into a sudden silence. “I hate 
dying, he said, producing a Tiffany hip flask and 
gulping mammoth slugs. At the same time he was 
fiddling around in his pocket searching for another 



ZfT U P ana took a couple of heavy drags 

make any difference,” he said morbidly 
ir ' drags. I sill! stay as sober as the pilot.” 

£?{*%** hef! 

enjoyed the oc^iondiot? “* ** ** 

through the lMipeakers^fem 035, Wn ° cracUh, l 

rests £hriv y “S°* dr Shep gaSped> dutc bing the arm 
rests bghtly we re going to crash!” 6 

DlaincHfW^l apoIog ? ed fa the bad weather ex 
piamea that the weather was emiallv i 

SgstrzrSSSr. 
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“Sonofabiteh!” Step muttered, and remained in 
i nervous huddle until they did land. 

Cleo summoned the hostess and discovered that 
t would be a stopover for the night in Frankfurt 
>he didn’t mind. She knew that Mike would be 
honing her as soon as she arrived at the Con- 
laught This would give him another night of stew- 
n g- 

Let him stew. 
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; Chapter 7 

\ 

; Muffin and the Japanese girl stood back to back. 

■ They were of the same height, but evexy other de- 
i tail of their physical attributes were different. 

I They were both naked, and both held aloft 
champagne glasses. 

| ‘That’s terrific, girls,” Jon said, adjusting his 
i Nikon. "Hey Annie,” he called to the assistant, "rub 
' some more ice cubes on their nips, they're getting a 
bit depleted.” 

Annie rushed forward with a small ice bucket 
; and rubbed an ice cube across the Japanese girl's 
’ nipples. They sprang erect imm ediately. Muffin 
• stuck her chest forward. “Me nest please, mv thr ill 
for the day.” 

1 J°bn said, “Bum in a bit, Muff, right leg slight! */ 
more bent. I’m getting a flash of the fuzz. Thatb 
beautiful, darlings. Beautiful!” 
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He worked quickly, die sounds of Bobby "Wo- 
mack belting out over the stereo system.^ After six 
rolls of film he was satisfied. “That’s it, girls.” 

Muffin yawned and stretched. “1m beat! She 
and Kamika, the Japanese girl, went into the dress- 
ing-room. 

“Charlie and I, we get a divorce, Kamika said, 
slipping into a shirt and trousers. 

“Snamel” Muffin said. “You’ve only been mar- 
ried— what? A year?’’ 

"One year, seven days,” Kamika said precisely. 
"He fart all day, he fart ail night. No longer can I 
stand it” 

“Yeah, well all fellas fart,” Muffin said sagely. 
“But not in time to music!” 

Muffin giggled. “Sorry, Kam, but you’re so fun- 
ny!” She wriggled into skintight jeans and a sweater, 
'•stuck her new sunglasses into her hair. 
y. ’cry nice glasses,” Kamika remarked. 

You like diem, they're yours.” Muffin handed 
, over. 

“No. I couldn’t. Please . . .” 

_ Muffin insisted. “Compliments of Harrods,” she 
’ with a sly laugh. 

Jon was still working, photographing a tall 
blond who posed silently in a long slinky night- 
gown. Muffin kissed him on the cheek. “See you 
later, sweetie. She waved at the tall blond. "Hands 
off him Erica, he’s taken.” 

She had the afternoon before her. It was a rare 
treat, most days she hardly had time for lunch. 

There was a variety of choices. She could go 
lome, and take the dog for a long walk in the park. 

)r s . he couId E° shopping. Or she could go to a 
lovie. ° 

Then again she could drift down to (lie Carou- 
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a laugh! He and Muffin were going much further 
than mat 

The Carousel was packed. Muffin squeezed in 
with Jan and Brenda. 

“Where you bin, girl?” Brenda inquired. “Want 
to hear my new song?" 

“How’s the boyfriend?” Jan asked, “I haven’t 
seen him since Africa.” 

“He’s fine,” Muffin replied, biting on a stick of 
celery. “Ooh — who’s that?” She pointed at a slight 
blond boy in skin-tight chamois leather. 

“Forget it,” Brenda said. “I’ve had it, and girl — 
it’s quick and small! I” 

They all laughed. 

Muffin said, “I was working with Kamika this 
morning and she’s getting a divorce.” 

. "What’s the matter, her old man gone off Japa- 
nese food?" Brenda laughed. “By the way, isn’t it 
about time we were all dancing at your wedding?” 

Muffin smiled “Soon,” she promised. 

Jon better get his finger out. He had been 
promising to divorce his wife for long enough. If 
things went on for much longer she was going to 
look like a fool. Anyway, she wanted to be Mrs. 
Clapton. Mrs. Jon Clapton, 
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‘Take it easy. Calm down,” Russell Hayes said, ‘T 
know she s a wonderful girl, but if it’s not to be, it’s 
not to be.” 

“I don’t need your half-ass philosophies,” Mike 
said shortly. “Christ almi ghty! All I did was screw 
some moon-faced blond, and Cleo vanishes off the 
face of the earth.” 


„ ^ I had a wife like Cleo,” Russell said primly, 

I don t think Td feel the need to screw around.” 

Ballsl You were married three times and you 
still Wed to stick it into anything that moved!” 

“Yes, but I wasn’t married to Cleo.” 

“keep it up, Russ, and Til think you and Cleo 
nad something going ” 

Russell sipped his drink and didn’t say any- 
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“I don’t understand her ,” Mike said, shortly. To 
take off without even discussing things with me. I 
mean she's treating me like some sort of boyfriend. 
I'm her husband goddamn it! She can’t just walk out 
on me without a word.” 

“Why not?” . 

"What do you mean — why not? Shes mine. 
Were married. We’re tied to each other in every 
way.” 

“Except sexually” Russell commented dryly. 
“Or so it would seem .” 

“Whose side are you on anyway?” 

* “I can see both points of view. My personal 
opinion is that perhaps you’re not suited, perhaps 
this is the best thing.” 

“Bollocksl A quick fuck ain’t gonna end my 
marriage.” 

Russell shrugged. “Perhaps the choice won’t he 
yours. Anyway — you’ve been whoring around so 
^ long you were bound to get caught eventually " 

Oh, you re a great friend, very reassuring, 
ook, when I can find her, talk to her, everything 
will he all right” 

I hope so,” said Russell insincerely, “I really 

hope so. But knowing Cleo I wouldn’t count on 
it. 

What do you mean by that snide remark? If 
anyone knows Cleo it’s me.” 

“Perhaps you dont know her as well as you 
thinkyoudo. J 

Jesus Russell, what is it with you? Anyone 
would think you were happy about what’s going 

sagely^ ^ be be...’ Russell repeated 
Yeah— and 111 tell you what will be. HI find 


58 


her, talk to her, and everything is going in Wk ckt 

jUSt fine.” _ _ . - - . rr 

Mike went home. Russell really pissed mrn cnx 
with his slippery smile and pompons manner. What 
did he know about serious relationships? Hires 
failed marriages had taught him exactly nothing. 

He placed another call to the Ckmaanght, Mis- 
James had stiU not checked in. 

He missed her. The apartment seemed so 
strange without her. He studied their wedding pho- 
to that stood in their one and only silver frame. 
Cleo. That face. Those eyes. That beautiful slim 
body with the smooth skin. Long legs. Small feet 
Tiny hands. Everything about her was understated. 
Mike liked that, there was nothing obvious about 
Cleo. ' 


The first rime they had met at a rock party in 
London, there had been one of those instant sexual 
attractions that they were both aware of. He bad 
wanted to drag her into the nearest bed and make 
love without exchanging so much as a word. She 
knew it He knew it Instead they had allowed 
themselves to be introduced, and they had chatted 
lightly whilst their eyes met, locked, and carried on 
their own private conversation. 

Later, after the party, after a drink at a disco- 


theque, he had suggested his hotel. Cleo had polite- 
ly declined. e 

Mike had been prepared to wait There were 
certain games to be played, rules to be followed 

betore he was allowed into her bed. He understood. 
He waited. 


When they became lovers sbe came to live with 
S? New * ork 14 w ? s a temporary arrangement, 
to manage! pIepaIei to settle for loss 



So what had gone wrong? What had led him 
into other beds and other bodies? 

There had been no other women when he and 
Cleo were living together. Three weeks after they 
married it had all started. 

Mike had always found women were very at- 
tracted to him, and came on strong. He could not 
recall exactly how many others there had been but 
he knew it was a lot He could remember only a few 
of them. Fanny, because she had given him a dose 
of the clap. Brook, because she was only sixteen and 
forgot to mention the fact until they were actually 
doing it Linda, who claimed he got her pregnant 
and demanded a thousand dollars abortion money. 
And of course Susan. Cleo’s good fnend Susan. 

Sex with Cleo was incredible, perfect But 
somehow there were things he wanted to do that he 
didn t want to do with her She wasn't some girl he 
was living with, she was his wife and deserved to be 
-4 treate j as sut ^ 1 - Respect, an old-fashioned word, but 
! word be wanted to apply to his wite. He didn't 
.rant to make heavy demands on her. so almost as a 
service he turned to other women. It became a 

” smoking- and like smoking he found he 
couldn t give it up. * 

he had ^ways been discreet. 
® eo know. Cleo couldn't possibly be 
angry about. He felt guilty, but only because h/had 

-mXf t0 cau ^‘ *" d was just not 

her. And £ dSe^her^n He 

had been when they had 53016 * 

]lim? S ° Where was she? How could she do this to 

a* 1 fa h, didn't she have any feelings? 

How could she just leave him hanging? i s £ S 
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him at all she knew that he would want to talk, 
explain. 

What she was doing to him now was punish- 
ment enough. 

•Angrily he picked up the phone again and di- 
alled the international operator. “I want a person to 
person call to London, England. Mrs. Cleo 
James ...” 




Chapter 9 


The hotel in Frankfurt was full of good old German 
efficiency. It was early evening and what with the 
drinks and the pot Cleo felt in fairly good shape. 

Shep Stone became a different person when his 
two feet hit firm ground. At the airport he organized 
them a private car with one short phone calL At the 
hotel he said, “See you in the bar at eight” He took 
it for granted they would dine together. 

Cleo took a leisurely bath and washed her long 
dark hair. She let it dry naturally and it surrounded 
her face with languid damp curls. To achieve the 
straight effect she had to dry her hair pulling it all 
the time with a brush. She couldn’t be bothered 
■ Shep would just have to accept her aa natu.rO. 

^ She put on a soft gray silk shirt and a •prn-s t rhz 
suit tailored for her in New York. Around 
she hung the jade horn Mike had gives her Uz 
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Christmas, and on her fingers a mixture of thin ivory 
and iade rings. 

“You look really terrific” Shep told her as he 
stood to greet her at the bar. He too was wearing 
gray, a suit with a strange short jacket piped with 
braid. Mike called them “bum freezers.” 

They dined in the hotel restaurant which was 
located on the roof and had good iood and an awful 
cabaret. 

Shep was charming and attentive. Cleo knew 
that he fancied her. She knew that at the end of the 
evening there would be the inevitable invitation for 
a drink in his room. She had already made up her 
mind to accept. 

Why the hell not? When it came to discussing 
things with Mike she wanted to be on even territo- 
ry. Shep Stone was an attractive man, so why not? 
Mike had screwed Susan. She would have Shep. 
Fair is fair. 

Sure enough he went through the expected rit- 
; ,l: ' ual of conversation. “How about a nightcap in my 
■\ oom?” 

Somehow she would have preferred the more 
honest. How about a fuck in my room?” 

They took the elevator down and Shep sum- 
moned room service and ordered champagne. At 
least he had some class, although champagne always 
reminded her of the time Mike had opened a bottle 
of champagne on their water bed and had deliber- 
ately poured It all over her naked body and spent 
the rest of the evening licking it off her. She smiled 
a * She P ,nnI - that as a signal to get 

S - e . I ^PP e d off his bum freezer” jacket, and 
gripping her tightly by the amis he started to kiss 
her. Long, hard kisses. They reminded her of Russell 
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and the unfortunate previous evening, and she 

^What’s the matter?” Shep asked offended. “I 

got bad breath?” . 

Saved by a short sentence. Cleo knew she could 

never go to bed with a man who asked “I got bad 
breath?” 

“I’ve got a headache” she said. If he could say 
“come to my room for a nightcap ” she could cer- 
tainly say, “I’ve got a headache.” 

She thought he was going to be cool about it, 
but he suddenly unzipped his fly, and his cock, red 
and erect, popped out “Just a little head,” he 
pleaded. 

Cleo was furious. Christl Two of them in so 
many days. She stalked to the door and let herself 
out, nearly bumping into the waiter with the cham- 
pagne. 

Back in her room she called the desk. “Take me 
ofi the plane to London in die morning, please, book 
me on the first plane to Paris, with a connectin 0, 
flight to London.” ° 

Shep Stone could shiver and shake his 

jrrnArm 


to London. 


own way 




Chapter 10 


Sunday lunch time 'with. Muffin’s family was a drag. 
Jon hated it, and it always managed to put the 
usually happy-go-lucky Muffin in a grim mood. 

Lunch in Wimbledon at the small, neat, ever- 
so-respectable semi-detached house that Muffin had 
grown up in. 

There was Mum, a plump youngish woman 
with worn hands and straggly curls. Dad, honest 
and jovial Ben and Josie, ten-year-old twins. Penny, 
Muffin’s twin sister, younger by eight minutes. And 
Penny’s husband, Geoff. 

It was the relationship between Penny, Geoff, 
and Muffin that caused all the tension. 

When she was fifteen Muffin had dated Geoff a 
few times, then she didn’t hear from him again. 
When Penny brought him home months later and 
announced the fact that they planned to be married 
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Muffin was furious. He had been pinched from right 
under her nose by her own sister. She had never 
forgiven her. She was a reluctant bridesmaid when 
Penny and Geoff got married. Shortly after, she met 
Jon, and moved out 

Muffin became a personality and Penny became 
the mother of one fat baby and another on the way. 
The relationship between the two sisters did not 
improve. Penny did not approve of her sisters nude 
modelling, she thought it was disgusting, and made 
a point of telling anyone who would listen, “Geoff 
and I may not be rich,” she would say, “but Geoff 
would rather see me dead than stripping off in pub- 
lic.” 


Geoff remained silent on the subject. He was 
rather chuffed at having a famous sister-in-law. 

Muffin took much pleasure in criticizing her 
twin s appearance. “You’re too fat. Why don’t you do 
something with your hair? If you had your front 
teeth capped you’d look much better.” 

^ Penny would reply maliciously, “Well, there's 
" 1 " 1 we can do about our short fat legs is there?” 

Reluctantly Muffin had to agree. Perfect boobs, 
pretty face, tiny waist, lovely little ass, but she. was 
still stuck with stumpy legs. Anyway, nobody 
seemed to notice her legs. 

Lunch was invariably stringy roast Iamb, lumpy 
gravy, umt roast potatoes, and watery peas. Muffin 
could remember when it was her favorite meal, 
Uiat was before her taste buds had been developed 
ut all the best London restaurants. 

of * e ” ews papers had requested a fashion 

nmW t- with , her fam %- They were all 

f n ? ed ab ? ut ** ** all except Penny who 

she wnc J * 6 * n P ictuxe on condition 

she was paid. Jon had personally decided to pay her. 


68 


It would look a bit odd having photos of Muffin and 

haf r I rS“ t f e :: r wa re — , of 

clothes. Matching jet® outfits hr Jove andBen. 



XVI UUI. lviatoiixx uj ~ y - . , j 

full length calico, frilled and flounced, low cut ana 
pretty. Lately she was in as much demand clothed 
as unclothed. 

After lunch the entire family went off to get 
changed, and Jon started to set up his equipment 
He would have preferred to work in his studio, but 
the paper had specially requested an at-home shot 
Geoff stood around watching, the two-year-old 
baby clinging around his legs. Although he and Jon 
were about the same age they had never had much 
to say to each other. They had nothing in common 
except the sisters. Geoff was a window-deaner, ap- 
parently satisfied with his work. His only ambition 
was to operate a little firm of his own — an ambition 
he did nothing to achieve. 

“You got a lot of gear,” Geoff remarked. He was 
slightly taller than Jon, but not quite so thin. 

‘Yeah,” Jon nodded, cursing privately that he 
hadn’t though to bring an assistant, 

“Me, all I needs a bucket and doth and I’m 
away” 

Great, Jon muttered, fiddling with an umbrel- 
la he was attaching to one of his lights. 

“I wouldn’t have thought it would take all this 
larking about just for a couple of snaps ” 

Muffin 0 didn ’ t bo&er t° re pty- Christ— if he and 
bt^hpr -f g . mai ? ed ^ mor °n would be his 
hafSnT A SOberin # thou S llt How &e hell 
the; ma “ ased *° g ° 0at witi GeofiE 1 
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"Caught a bird in the bath the other day,” 
Geoff said cheerily, "mind you — I think she was 
looking to get caught, she knew I was in the house. 
I’m always coming across them in their knickers and 
bras. I could do myself some good if I wanted to. 
Little one the other day she . . 

Jon tuned out. He wasn’t interested in what he 
termed as wishful crumpet conversations. Muffin 
had told him that nothing had ever happened with 
her and Geoff. If it had, would he be jealous? No, he 
decided, the past was the past, even if it did keep 
on hanging around. Muffin came bouncing in. 
“Ready, she trilled. 

Self-consciously the rest of the family trailed 
behind her. 


Corl exclaimed Geoff, "smashing looking 
group.” ° 

Penny glared at him. "This outfit is horrible,” 
she complained. “The trousers are too long.” 

, ,"X ou *°°k very nice ” placated Jon, and he 
started to try and organize them into a family 
group. ' 


p* 4 r 35 ?' 1 eas y~~ ever yone kept shuffling around, 

<&*3IUZg£* “ d 1116 *-** " 

of M ^° n vo ^ e ^ never to get involved in one 

££z was 

It was a long hard afternoon. 

vt y e Were fa ^ 

out with that birk?” y u ver mana g e to go 

“Who?” 


‘Tour brother-in-law " 
;ph Geoff,” Muffin 
good-looking.” 


giggled, well, he’s very 
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“Good-looking?” 

“Yes. Well, lie was, I guess lie doesnt look so 
good now. Nagged into an early old age.” 

"Did lie give you one?” 

“One what?” she asked with wide, innocent, 
little girl eyes. 

“Don’t play silly buggers with me, fat ass.” 

‘Don’t call me fat ass.” 

"Why? Is it a sensitive spot? Here, give me a 
handful.” Jon grabbed her roughly. She was wearing 
a shortie nightie with matching pants, and he ripped 
them off her. 

“You swinel” She kicked him. “They cost me 
five quid at Fenwicks.” 

He pinned her down easily. ‘Til give you a 
fiver ” he spread her legs and entered her, “think 
this will be worth a fiver r 

a g°°d job you’ve got a big dick otherwise 
I d be furious with youl” 




Chapter 


June in London is an unpredictable month. Some- 
; times cold, sometimes hot and sticky. 

; Cleo arrived in the midst of a mini heatwave. 

. Heathrow airport was in chaos due to a bomb scare, 

; f n d h was impossible to get a taxi. She travelled 
into the center of London on an airport bus sweat- 
mg in the Gatsby-style suit that had been just right 
during the changeover of planes in Paris. 

What a lot of trouble to have to go to just to 
.avoid one idiot singer. She sheltered behind tinted 
glasses an d surveyed the English in a heatwave 
.from the bus window. 

,, Every little patch of green they drove past was 
1 if 4 half-naked bodies. Businessmen in 

ro lea-up shirtsleeves and crumpled trousers. Secre- 
tanes in old-fashioned miniskirts and sweaters with 
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Chapter 11 

June in London is an unpredictable month. Some- 
times cold, sometimes hot and sticky. 

Cleo arrived in the midst of a mini heatwave. 
Heathrow airport was in chaos due to a bomb scare, 
and it was impossible to get a taxi. She travelled 
into the center of London on an airport bus sweat- 
ing in the Gatsby-style suit that had been just right 
during the changeover of planes in Paris. 

What a lot of trouble to have to go to just to 
avoid one idiot singer. She sheltered behind tinted 
glasses and surveyed the English in a heatwave 
from the bus window. 

Every little patch of green they drove past was 
littered with half -naked bodies. Businessmen in. 
rolled-up shirtsleeves and crumpled trousers. Secre- 
. taries in old-fashioned miniskirts and sweaters with 
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bra straps showing. Long legs, short legs, hairy 
—they were all on show. 7 

Mike had fabulous legs for a man. Long 
straight, not too heavy, lovely curved calves wi 
light smattering of dark hairs. As a matter of fac 
also had a fine set of balls, tight and hard. 

. hni 9?° , COuI J?’ t heI P sinking to h erseI f ^ 

mS ht J b °? stridin g around their apartn 
n^ed. Men looked so vulnerable when the hare 
was gone, and so homy when it was there. 

rite Wtohe" Slyle/ ’ ^ been “ e ol * 

^ eal 

The bus rattled and shafced its wav toward 
Brompton Road air terminal. It 

”w*L 2 aeo fc J‘ “• W 

«d1t b AoW^ bai Sbe «— 

Connaught ™ SSages for ** at t 

and there at le ^ ** ^ 

call immediately she i °P erators number ti 
c*d Rviee. £&$£“£ B "* B ^ ta 

with a hiLbl? no fl te W of rS a n W f itir,g t from She P Stoni 
told him where she was staying ^ Ud eVC 
. She strinned nff l, 0 . rL. V 
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nmed her on. They had made love the previous 
week and it had been short and boring. 

"I think we should pop down to Puerto Rico for 
i few days,” Mike had said, “get some rest and 

^“When I get back from my trip,” Cleo had 
replied. Maybe in Puerto Rico they could talk about 
starting a family. 

The phone rang and Cleo decided not to an- 
swer it. She was still wet from the shower and not 
ready to get involved in any hassles. Whoever it was 
would call back. 

She dressed in plain trousers, a silk shirt, and 
.tied her long dark hair back. Then she unpacked, 
'realizing that if the hot weather continued she had 
: brought all the wrong clothes. 

; After her clothes were put away, her make up 
;and toiletries laid out, and her notepads and files 
f|and tape recorder stacked neatly on the desk, she 
t felt better.* 

“You’re so organized,” Mike was always mock- 
f ing her. He stepped out of his clothes leaving them 
on the floor. His desk was a clutter of junk. The 
s' bathroom awash when he was finis hed in there. 
t Cleo wondered wryly what their apartment 
jV looked like now after three days of her absence. The 
pi.only thing Mike bothered to clean was his Ferrari. 

' , * y ou >” Mike had informed her one day, 

itoothbruTk” ^ ^ * ^ now t ^ iat cleans my 

■ tweedy 1 ° H EngM custom ’” aeo had replied 



to do nothing for 

hmMc *7 f*T launly with a series of , 

her. Only child like 
" ike. Spoiled rotten lie Mike. Hren at eighteen a 


runaway marriage to a scruffy layabout wbo thought 
be bad found bimself an heiress. She had learned 
then. No maids to pick up after you when you’re 
squatting in a derelict house. No one to spoil you 
rotten when you didn’t have enough money to eat 

A year had been long enough to teach Cieo the 
facts of life. At nineteen she got a divorce and 
started to write for magazines. Within a couple of 
years she had got herself a good reputation and 
plenty of work. 

She met Mike when she was doing a piece on 
an American pop group who were with his compa- 
ny. Mike came to London for their launching. They 
met at the press party. 

At the time Cleo was sleeping with an extreme- 
ly attractive disc jockey. He wanted to many her. 
Mike was going through his rounds of different 
beautiful girls. They met and stuck. Cleo went back 
to America with him, he introduced her to Russell 
Hayes, and she became Image magazine’s special 
lady reporter. She also eventually became Mrs. 
Mike James. 

“You and I are going to make it work forever,” 
Mike had told her on their wedding night, “just the 
two of us— forever." 

The phone rang again, and Cleo picked it up 
hesitantly. “Yes?” 

Cleo? At last Did you get my flowers? I 
thought we could have dinner.” 

“Who is this?” 

’It’s Shep, baby. Shep Stone.” 

Cleo signed. Give, and they would take. Run, 
and they would follow. 

Im sorry, she said, “but you have the wrong 
approach. 6 
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Chapter 12 


“Shit!” exclaimed Mike James, and lie banged die 
•nhone down yet again. Where the hell was Cleo? 
'e was late for an appointment, and he grabbed his 
:ather jacket and stormed out of the apartment. No 
reakfast No fucking. This sort of life was not good 
or a man. 

He rode the elevator down to the car park in 
he basement. He didn’t usually take the Ferrari out 
m a weekday, but he Vras late, and getting a cab 
vas impossible, and anyway he wanted to. 

The Ferrari waited gleaming and shinincr in its 
parking bay. Nine years old and still looked like 
new. It was a Five Hundred Superfast, a great mod- 


. P^ tte , d & e k°raet lovingly and climbed 

in. He started the engine and magic sounds filled his 
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ears. He relaxed. Whatever else, he still had his 
beautiful baby. 

He pushed in a tape to listen to a new group, 
and steered his car carefully through the snarling 
New York traffic to his office. His thoughts were of 
Cleo. He was remembering the last time they had 
made love. It had been a very quick event. Short 
and sweet It had been good for him — let’s face it a 
come is a come. But how had it been for her? 
Maybe he should have spent more time at the be- 
ginning getting her in the mood, she hadn’t been 
exactly ready. But she had been ready at the end, he 
could always manipulate her to a beautiful dimax. 
And no faking — he always checked that out, there 
were ways to tell when a woman was faking. 

Their sex life was pretty good; no, that certain- 
ly couldn’t be the reason she had run off. He could' 
understand it if she had caught him screwing Susan 
and she wasn’t getting any herself. But he had plen- 
ty to go around. Plenty. Of course Cleo did have 
some hang up about having children, but they bad 
discussed it, and she had finally agreed with him 
wou ld be best to wait. God, he had seen what 
kids had done to other people’s marriages. Anyway 
e was not yet ready to share Cleo with a small 
person who would infringe on their lives, 
t ,,? ain Pf.™ Records was a chrome and glass 
ui ng filled with blue jeaned secretaries and 
ear e young men. Everyone was on first name 
basis from the hoy who delivered the mail to Eric E 

Records^ ° D P res ^ ent anc * ^ oun der of Hampton 

Mike went straight up to B. B.’s office. 

•£>. rS. consulted a solid gold watch “DrairdnS 
>’Ourass again,” he commented. g m 

Ruck you,” Mike replied cheerily. 
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_ tiw <1- * 


“Ooh ba hj. that? 

B. B.’s secrets ry brcragiit 




bis 


* 


cone® 


for 


like, and a Luge chocolate sulk shake laced with 

unfoiB.B. _ £ „ 

“Be a nice girlie, ran down to Charlie O s ior a 

election of Danish,” B.B. requested. 

The secretary looked unsure. “Mary Ellen told 
ae no, absolutely no. She said no food for you til 
f ter twelve-thirty.” 

Mary Ellen was B. B/s girl friend. 

B. B. picked up the solid gold clock on his desk 
md twiddled die dials until it read twelve-thirty. 

"O.K. now, litde smart ass? Make sure you in- 
dude a few with cherries.” He smacked his lips and 
leered at Mike. “I love those little ripe cherries, 
don’t you?” 

Mike grinned and nodded. 

“Hey,” said B. B., “the deal is this. With all the 
advance publicity working for us and Cassady out 
of it, I think we should bring the little Marty Pearl 
Europe gig forward, I feel now’s the time.” 

“Yeah,” Mike said slowly, “be a good one for 
; the new record. In fact the timing’s great.” 

< Before I put my ear to the instrument I 
> wanted to check out with you that you can go along 
on the trip. I think it’s important you go.” 

r Mike nodded. “1 guess there’s nothing I can’t 
,'j postpone. When?” 

i , „^ 00n 33 soon, HI let you have dates later to- 
Ei da y* 

£ “Great” ' 

Mwty Pearl was Mike’s own personal 
.W” T’ e !j s . ride weeny hopper mar- 

^•' vear t>ta • i “ str ) lcted his five top executives a 
Id ?°a y * And Mike had obediently scouted 
d and «»» U P with Little Marty PearL He 



had spotted him on a television commercial, liked 
the look of him , tracked him down, and been de- 
lighted to discover that Marty had a plaintive sim- 
ple voice that all the little weeny boppers would 
love. Of course the voice was secondary, it was the 
looks that really mattered, and Marty got an A-plus 
for looks. He was every mother’s idea of Mister 
Teenage America. He was medium height, with 
calf-like brown eyes, freckles, tousled blondish hair, 
and perfect teeth, little Marty Pearl was supposed 
to be sixteen, but actually he was going on nineteen, 
a closely guarded secret 

Mike had guided him through three super hit 
records, and in American he was a big star. So far he 
had not yet cracked the European market, but they 
all had high hopes at Hampton Records that his new 
record Teenage High would be the one. 

Mike smiled to himself. Convincing Cleo to 
come back was going to be a whole lot easier when 
he surprised her in London. 
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Chapter 13 


“Were in, Mug!” ]on shook ter awake, waving a 
contract in her face. ‘"This came this morning, ail it 
needs is your sweet little signature .” 

Muffin yawned and rubbed her eyes. Jon was 
beady searching around for a pen. 

“X knew we were in as soon as Edauss the Ger- 
nan started eyeballing your fanny in the photo- 
graphs. He was drooling. Timed the whole thing 
perfectly. The pictures, then you making your en- 
trance late. Perfectl Here, sign where the cross is.” 

“I want to pee,” Muffin said in a whiney voice, 
ignoring the pen that Jon was offering her. She 
'"riggled out of bed and went into the bathroom. 

Jon sat on the side of the bed and scanned the 
ontiact yet again. What a deal he had got foi 
hem! 

In the bathroom Muffin splashed her face wit! 
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cold water and stared at herself in the mirror. The 
face that launched a thousand products. She stuck 
out her tongue at her reflection. Without make-up 
she looked disgustingly like her sister. 

“Come on. Muff,” Jon called, “I want to get this 
contract in the post” 

Muffin emerged from the bathroom. “Jon,” she 
said sweetly, “how’s the divorce going?” 

“What?” he questioned shortly. 

“D I V O R C E,” Muffin spelled it out 

“You know the problems.' 

“Yeah. Bread — right?” 

“Yeah. Right Why?” 

“Well why hassle over money? We’ll have 
plenty if I sign this contract” ' 

“Sure” 

O.K* Settle with Jane, give her what she 
wants. 


J^ 11 sighed impatiently, “You know that’s im- 

>. K , :J he r mts m{ 7 quid a week, the house, and 
all tiie fad s schooling, doctors, all that” 

It I sign we can afford it” 

a C0 , u P le of months. But it’s a lifetime 
deal Who knows what I can afford next year ” 

I’ll wait foJ^T^ ber eyes ’ m sick °f waiting, 
it out T 5'/ want y° u t0 settle with her, work 
would tret °4 ^ tnarriet b You promised we 

you setfe With JaL> Im ^ Signing ^^5 1111111 

silly.” N ° W ^ Sten ’ don’t be stubborn, don’t be 

said, “and* lnto bed. “I mean it,” 

the ’papers from 3 C0 , r ! ned eitI,er - I want t 
tiling. CrS ^ soljc itors be^ 


fnm T 
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Jon frowned. She had him by the short and 
lilies and she knew it 
“Look, Muff ...” he began. 

She replied by burying her head beneath the 
Dvers. 

Jon knew when be was beaten. 
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Chapter 14 

Butch Kaufman was the first actor on Geo s list 

Butch Kaufman, a blond-haired, blue-eyed, all 
American, sexy film star. 

He had achieved fame as the star of a long 
running TV soap opera. “Like being in urn er prison 
for six years,” was the way he put it 

He was twenty-eight and had starred in six 
major blockbuster box office smash hits in the last 
four years. Along the way he had collected and 
discarded two wives. “Never urn er marry an ac- 
tress ” was the way he put it 

He was currently in England filming, and Geo 
met with him at the studio on her first day in 
; London. 

• ^ luttsh was arranged by an anxious press lady 
with Buttery hands who obviously planned to join 
mi until Geo told her politely but firmly that she 
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only ever conducted interviews on a nobody else 
present basis. The press lady was put out, but Image 
was an important publication and she didn’t want tc 
blow it. She fussed round Butch, settling him in his 
seat, and then reluctantly she left with a departing 
whisper in his ear. 

“What did she say?” Cleo asked 

“She um er told me you eat movie stars fox 
breakfast” 

Cleo smiled “You’re lucky then that we didn’t 
meet for breakfast.” 

Butch laughed, and the ice was broken. 

Cleo clicked on her tape recorder and started in 
with the questions. 

An hour and a half later they parted friends. 

“How long you um er here for?” Butch in- 
quired. 

“Just a week” 

"Maybe we could grab a bite to eat one night.” 

Maybe,” Cleo nodded. He wasn’t a super stud, 
he was a pussy cat. 

She sat back in the studio car that drove her 
back to the Connaught and played the tape over. 
‘There was some good stuff, he was interesting and 
funny. 

At the hotel the temporary secretary she had 
hired was waiting. Transcribe this.” Cleo tossed her 
the tape. When she had it all typed out she would 
select the best quotes and write the story. 

^j U ’ , ** US ° an ^ ca ^ e d from America,” the secre- 
ary said. Would you call the International opera- 


“I have got to go out,” Cleo replied, “if he calls 
again tell him to try again tomorrow.” 

■ i a taxi to Eaton Square. It was four 

o clock and her mother was expecting her for tea. 
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Stella Lawrence was date 

, -eight She was gtoomed frorr^er_s^ , 


on 


r-cdgW one was “ „ w 

3 lond hair, to her waxed. thiu, perfect leg . 

She greeted Cleo with an impersonal peck 
cheek "Wonderful to see you darhng. 

Stella, had remarried rather well when CLos 
ter had died of an unfortunate heart attack seven 
rs previously. She had found herself a GreeK 
jping tycoon It suited her that her twenty-mne- 
Ir-old daughter had gone o2 to live in America. 

“You look magnificent* Cleo said dutifully. 

Stella smiled distantly “Do I? Do I really, dar- 
g? Im such an old hag Tm amazed Im still in 
e piece” 

Cleo suddenly realized that Stella had indulged 
a face lift. There were no visible scars, but Cleo 
lew, could tell. “How’s "Nikair she asked. 

“Busy as ever. He wanted to see yon, but be 
id to fly to Athens.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Cleo suddenly felt incredibly 
rruffy and unattractive. Her mother had always 
imehow managed to make her feel like that. 

“What about Mike?” Stella inquired, “Is he go- 
ng to join you here?” ° 

It would be nice, Cleo reflected, to have the 
ort (rf mother one could confide in, but Stella 
voddni understand, she never had. Stella enioyed 
nen for their money, and their admiration of her. 
steiia warn t interested in men as human beings. 

know” d?m *** WorV Pressme-you 

maid 6 ’ ° n a ttc ® e 3 r a Conned 

eating , 311 wafeI 

aUc^ofeST ’ WMe SteIla «“* 


ienZm* gefc H **** Stella remarked dfsir- 

Cl co wondered if she could leave rcfo 
^ * feIk S^eLer a massive inferiority convex. 


th f ***&, 0160 wrote her piece 02 
hi* it pleased her, she hoped it hsd 

¥ , to “?* ^-g with her that evelg%t 
'r-( j , n {> Wi l an °hf friend, Dominique Last 
™7io„fw° f n ° Ut °, £ t0Uch fOT f °“ end d» 

hand Devon ~ nvard to ™ eef hig her friend's fmr- 1 
nwrimart, and they lived in a 1 WaS an Israe ^ 

and Jjad a baby of eighteen , USe “ Ham P st eai 

Dominique Iooked ^ ^ 

v/aa a small compact <nV7 s ??sational as ever. She 

Sfl r r« and fuI1 socnictive linr^L masses °i red curl)' 
onnaught, and Domfn ■ met ija the bar of 
Sbo W me plaque and Cleo bugged 

Dot' ° f 6 baby,W ^ e ° ^ 

the pictures n 5 d g ed her hushsmA «v » t 

sfupidl” s £ n e , Sh00k his bead T° UV ? g 

anw-r r,o » exc himed fl r,j Dh God, you re so 

. eo -« a “ rf 


, tiy»r,ZT l Z th T'- d a “ 

77i57l ,e ' Cribe 7(n'm , Bf,f d H™" as Domi- 

-hl„^ od only thread what about the dev- 


3r? Mirrf J W5C «bed him IT; V anasome as Domi- 
'hant^ Cd 0nI 7 three? ear Bat ^ at about the clev- 
4 t ° fi ^ PlU y aDd aXread 7 clever hac 
>iquo annm^ — j" e would eat nf A/r_ 


. A tiiourfit 

«** ¥ Chows”Dorf 
'ay.” 0 ' Ve b, and I an d soda. "Cleo, 

"cieo's l0Ve ^ h^ that 


Cleo’s hair , yOUr iair “ at 

>d SM n °‘ iad 35 ste 
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‘It’s a mass of fuzz. Wliat Hairdresser do you go 
to now? I feel like such a tourist.” 

“Christine at Main line. She’s fabulous, you’ll 
love her. Now tell me, Tm dying to know, bow was 
Butch Kaufman? Is be divine?” 

Cleo hesitated. Dominique seemed so different, 
sort of wound up and on show. She decided against 
displaying the Kaufman interview tucked safely in 
her Gucci shoulder bag. 

“He was nice, sort of ordinary.” 

“Ordinary!” Domini c-ue hooted with laughter. 
“You really are too much.” 

So are you, Cleo thought, I think marriage has 
changed you into a petulant bitch. 

“We’d better go,” Dayan said, “or we’ll be late 
for our table ” 

“Go get the car, darling, well meet you cut- 
side ” As soon as Dayan was out of sight Dominique 
confided, “He’s so bloody boxing, "l don’t know 
what’s happened to him. He makes me want to 
scream. Vm seriously thinking of divorce.” 

Cleo showed her surprise. “But yon seemed so 
happy — ” 

“Happy,” Dominique snapped, “with him? He’s 
only interested in the baby and TV. In that order. 
He has no interest in me or what I think or how I 
feel” 

“But you’ve only been married such a short 

i.* . » ^ 

time- 

“Yes I know. But we can’t all find instant sen 
and happiness like you and bfike. I mean it, Cleo, 
Im fed up, absolutely fed up.” 

Dayan reappeared. “The car ’ s outside ” 

At Mr. Chow’s they were pined by Dayan’s 
best friend, a thin, wiry man by the name of Isaac, 
Dominique and Isaac spent the rest of the evening 


in close conversation. Cleo attempted polite talk 
with Dayan, but the intimate looks flashing between 
Dominique and Isaac were creating an uneasy situa- 
tion. 

It was with relief that Cleo arrived back at her 
hotel. She lay on her bed and thought about her 
marriage with Mike. They had never reached that 
married limbo land of calling each other stupid in 
public. Indeed Cleo didn’t think that Mike was stu- 
pid at all. Surely if you put down your partner as an 
idiot you were putting down yourself for marrying 
them in the first place. 

She sighed. Maybe it was time to talk to Mike. 
Maybe it was time to work things out. 
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Chapter 15 

The trip was all set Jet out of Kennedy the very 
next day. Mike James was pleased. Everything was 
going to work out perfectly. He could do the busi- 
: ness he had to, get that out of the way. And then he 
and Cleo could spend a little time in London to- 
gether, It would be romantic getting together again 
. in the city where they had first met. He took a 
shower, and naked, started to sort out the clothes he 
■ thought he might take. 

The doorbell rang, and he knotted a blue towel 

* round his waist and went to answer it. Maybe it was 
Russell dropping by to commiserate. Well there 

• would soon be nothing left to commiserate about. 

It was Cleo’s good friend Susan. Susan of the 
, big boobs and thick blond hair and unsuccessful 
’ acting career. 
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“Mike” she said dramatically pushing past him, 
"Fm so upset, so distraught!” 

He trailed her into the livingroom where she 
picked up a cigarette package from the coffee table 
and shook out his last cigarette. She placed it be- 
tween quivering lips and turned to him for a light. 

He wondered how she managed to walk around 
without getting arrested. Mammoth unbra’d bosoms 
in a faintly transparent white shirt 

“I don’t want to be responsible for breaking up 
your marriage,” Susan wailed, tears filling heavily 
mascaraed eyes. “Cleo is my friend, my dearest 
friend.” 

"Yeah, well . . .” Mike said lamely. 

“I’m not a marriage breaker,” Susan said prim- 
ly. "Tm not even promiscuous.” 

No, you just like fucking a lot — Mike thought 
And why not? Nothing wrong with it. The name of 
the game was not getting caught. 

"You haven’t broken up any marriages,” Mike 
said kindly. ' y 

J- haven’t? But I thought Cleo had left, gone." 

Only on a business trip. Everything is cool, 
Susan. Cleo's hip, she understands.” 

Oh! Susan sat down deflated. “I mean I 
heard . . . 

^Never believe everthing you hear.” 

Ginny told me it was all over. I wouldn’t have 
— •drasti"^ 031156 anything so — well yknow 

1 guess we picked the wrong place, wrong 


i , * §L, ess , s ,°' Susan flicked her hands througl 
her Jong blond hair, "but it was nice, wasn’t it?” 

It was very nicer And it had been until Cle< 
had appeared at the office door. God, the shock of it 
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't was amazing really that lie tad been able to stay 

Susan was wearing an unfashionably short skirt, 
md was it— Mike stared— -yes it was— stockings and 
suspenders. He felt himself stir under the toweL 
And of course she immediately noticed, good litue 
nymphomaniac that she was. Well, there was no 
hiding a hard-on under a towel. He remembered her 
body, ripe and luscious and juiey, 

Susan licked full red kps. “I wish you. werent 
married,” she said throatily. 

Mike flicked the knot on the towel undone. “Be 
a good girl, everything off except stockings and 
shoes.” 

Susan smiled understandingly and stood up. 
Like a stripper she shed her shirt and skirt. 

He had known she wouldn’t be wearing any 
panties. 

After all he was battling with Cleo about Susan 
already. One more time wouldn’t make any differ- 
ence. And anyway — he needed it, it was purely a 
' medicinal fuck. 

* 

After, Susan demanded a cigarette. Mike slipped 
; y* SOme c kthes an d went downstairs to get some 
from the comer drugstore. 

Hte felt physically refreshed, but he hoped it 
v wouldn t be long before he could get rid of good 
mend Susan. She was like rich cream cakes, you 
wanted them when you saw them, and felt sick 
^ when you had had them. 

God, what was it with him? Why did he have- 

such insatiable urges? 

When he returned — surprise surprise — Susan 
was fully dressed and ready to leave. 

Tou really are a motherfuckerl” she said dain- 



{Jly. “Cleo phoned from London. It seems to me that 
she doesn’t understand at alL She left you no mes- 
sage, and the message she gave me I wouldn’t re- 
peat.” Susan snatched the pack of cigarettes from 
him and made a goo d exit 

Mike swore to himself softly, he had done it 
again. But then of course you couldn’t expect a girl 
who wore no panties to have the intelligence not to 
answer other people’s phones. 
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Chapter 16 


; Muffin posed prettily for the hordes of photograph- 
ers. 

Legs crossed, shiny lips moistened, sweet 
bouncy tits straining at the neckline of her red ging- 
ham blouse. 


A crowd had gathered in the usually quiet En- 
glish park to watch her being photographed. 

: Who is she?” a nanny inquired of a voting 

photographer. ' e 

enou re P^ e< ^ as if fhat was explanation 

. S ^ es 6°J f at legs,” the nanny muttered to no 

T ce § otbetter ls gs than her.” She 
walked oS pushmglisr pram diseonsSately. 

“ S *** 
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"Cor, I don’t *arf fancy ’ex,” said a fourteen- 

year-old schoolboy to bis friend. 

“Yer,” agreed the friend, "she looks a real 

wanker s special!” 

“How about a few with the lucky lad, one ot 
the photographers asked, and Jon was reluctantly 
pushed in to the picture. He felt like a right fool. 
Behind the camera was his scene, but anything to 
make Muffin happy. 

“Well ann ounce our engagement,” she had 
finally compromised, and signed the contract 

It had cost him sis hundred quid for a lousy 
engagement ring. And God knows what it would 
cost him when Jane saw the engagement pictures. 
One thing he hadn't been able to change about 
Muffin was her stupid conventional working-class 
background. Marriage had been on her mind the 
moment they had moved in together. Christ, before 
you knew it she would be wanting kids. 

"Smile,” one of the photographers demanded, 
>, “you look dead gloomy.” 

; - • Jon attempted a smile. Muffin snuggled close to 

him and gave him a secret grope. He felt dead 
gloomy. Who needed a divorce to he rushed straight 
into another marriage? 

A woman reporter with red hair and glasses 
asked, How does it feel to be engaged to every 
man’s fantasy?” 

“Great” Jon managed a smile. “Wait ’til you see 
the new calendar we’ll be doing together. We’re 
thinking of having a competition to find out whal 
twelve fantasies your average guy in the streei 
would like to have Muff portray.” 

"d _ *^^hat a good idea,” the lady reporter said 
Perhaps our newspaper would be interested in or- 
ganizing it.” 
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pied up. “rmsurcwe codd work some- 

hope * work oat 

)X mX grilled, “I want babies, lots of babl€ ^ 

“You told Jon, darlingF inquired Erica, I don 
get the impression he’s in line for another family jus 

yC Muffin giggled. “TO surprise him!” 

Beautiful black Laurie hooted with laughter. 

“Some surprise, babyl Who needs all that crap. Nap- 
pies, washing, dirty litde brats always huggin you. 

“Children can be more than nappies and wash- 
ing,” Kamika intoned primly. 

“Bullshit!” exclaimed Laurie. 

“Ladies, ladies,” said Erica sweetly, *Tm sure 
our little Muffin knows what she wants." 

"I had die most incredible new guy last night,” 
Laurie announced, anxious to impart her news at 
the first opportunity. 

“I didn’t know there was such a thing as a new 
guy,” Erica said. . J 

“Maybe not to you, baby,” Laurie retorted 

onsT We ^ ^ n0W you>ve beei1 through every- 

nf dleanfl y- So °* she would he out 

■ la s SeSa^r 0 "“ G0 ° dkeym4l0Ctr 

stufir araielailglied)iappay ' “ Fanlasti ^ Good solid 

sJfey *•** 101 -«< 



“Yes we all know that old wives’ tale” inter- 
jected Erica, “if that was the case you d stall be mar- 

get no divorce because of size, ex * 

plained patiently. “I divorce because of farting. 

1 Thev all dissolved in laughter. w 

“Have I cot a guy for you, Kam, said Laune 
brightly. “He’s got a prick the size of a cigarette, 

aU Jbnjotaed them, and they lohed arounc 

the restaurant until four-thirty, at which time Mufik 
Misfed that they all come back to her place fo 

“You can’t even boil a kettle,” said Jon in th 

car “what’s with the hostess bit?” 

"I’m going to learn to cook,” Muffin said e* 
- citedly. “fm going to turn you on with tasty htu 
gourmet meals. Hang on a sec, stop at Lyons and A 
pop in and get some tea bags and cakes.” 

Jon sat in the mini and waited. Jane had been 
’ . terrific cook. Great breakfasts, eggs, bacon, fn£ 
bread, the lob Home-made teas. All the good coo 
ing in the world couldn’t hold a marriage togetrn 
Jane had turned from a free-thinking pretty yom 
student into an unattractive nag. Four years ai 
two kids and he had a changed woman on his hanc 
He had decided then that marriage was definite 
not his scene. However, his hands were tied, 
marriage it would have to be. He loved Muffin 
she was, he just hoped a thin gold band on t 
finger wasn’t going to turn her into a split persons 
ty. 

"Got buns with sticky jazz on top,” Muffin : 
nounced, bouncing back into the car. Passers 
stopped to stare at her. The familiar face that tl 
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S025? 


couldn’t quite dOT ’ t ^ * 

I* B«* «* OT 45 

^"We do have money in the bank, dont we? 

Let’s made a check- Stop at Harrods, 

“Ifeelhketea.” 

Muffin pouted. “You aren thalf mean. _ 

“Yeah. That’s why we’ve still got money in the 

bank.” „ , 

Erica had collected a boyfriend on the way, 
and Laurie asked if she could phone her fantastic 
new guy and ask him over. 

“It’s turning into a party ” Muffin said excited- 
ly. Tm going to phone a few more people.” 

Jon made a face at her. 

By six o'clock the place was Jammed. Jon had 
gone out for half a dozen bottles of cheap wine, and 
a new Barry White record was blaring on the ste- 
reo. 

Jane phoned in the middle of it alL Jon could 
hardly hear her. 

I’ve changed my mind about the divorce set- 
tlement,” she screamed down the phone. “1 Just 
caught a flash of your little tramps ring in die 
evening paper. Christ, you must be rolling in it, and 
llT \ slt j n S hete like a pauper. Go on, enjoy your 
party, dont worry about your kids, I can’t even buy 
ta winter coats. You rotten bastard, you stink- 

J°n replaced the receiver. 

Problems. Always problems. 




Chapter 17 


Geo and Dominique lunched at Rugs, a restaurant 
club in Mayfair. Dominique started the lunch with a 
vodka martini. 


“Pretty good lor a gill who didn’t used to 
drink,” Geo remarked. 

“I do a lot of things 1 didn’t used to do,” Domi- 
nique fluttered her hands nervously. 

“Sol noticed,” Geo said dryly. 

’ “Wed it’s all right for you,” Dominique was 
suddenly petulant, “interesting job, glamorous life 
in New York. You get out, meet famous people. How 
. would you like to be stuck in a house in Hampstead, 

■ a haHy, and an au pair, and a husband that 
i takes you for granted.” 

i)oritiorget the lover" 

Dominique reddened. “You always did know 
me better than anybody. But don’t blame me. Isaac 
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cares about me, Dayan wouldn’t know the differ- 
ence if I dyed my hair blue and posed naked for the 
Sunday Timesl I gave up a terrific job to marry him, 
and now I feel I’ve wasted nearly three years.” 

“Hardly a waste if you have a lovely baby to 
show for it” 

“I’m going to divorce him,” Dominique con- 
fided urgently. 

“What are you waiting for then?” 

“It’s not easy. Isaac doesn’t have any money, 
and I don't know if I could get my old job bade. 
What I really need is a super rich man to come along 
and bail me out.” 

“Charming! It’s all down to economics now.” 

Dominique adjusted a curl and smiled at a 
nearby acquaintance. “I suppose it is. Listen, Cleo, 
Dayan doesn’t even like sex anymore. Give him a 
choice — Match of the Day or me, and guess which 
he would pick. He was practically a sex maniac 
when I married him. Thank God for my afternoons 
with Isaac or I'd go mad.” 

Cleo!” Shep Stone lay a triumphant hand on 
her shoulder. “Quite a coincidence.” He stood by 
the table, a pleased smile suffusing his face. “Did 
you like the flowers?” 

Xovely,” Cleo replied. Dominique was kicking 
her under the table, so she added, “Oh Shep, I’d like 
you to meet a friend of mine — Dominique Last — 
Shep Stone.” * 

Dominique fluttered her eyelashes. “I’ve seen 
you on television, loved your last record.” 

Shep regarded her with sudden interest, his 
smile broadened. “I ain’t Sinatra, but I manage to 
jog along. He shot a look at Cleo to gauge her 
reaction to the fact that he was indeed a star. She 
had taken to studying the menu. 



-How long-y* ^^ei, 

Jjded.-Whydontyou!om^yh JP ^ 

cately manicured fingers. Waiten ah 

over here, please. , . g^ e p s tiU 

The waiter rushed a chair over, out 

St0 ° d Tm with some business associates. He stared 

at Cleo, hoping she mi^t press him to 

but she resolutely continued with the menu. “Maybe 

* tfor a minute then” Shep sat himself down. 

Cleo stood herself up. Tm going to the bath- 
un " she announced. 

In the sanctuary of the ladies room she stared 
herself in the mirror angrily. God, it wasnt 
tough that she had problems of her own — prob- 
ms that might be eased if there was only someone 
ho cared enough to listen. But on top of every- 
ung else she had been lumbered with the one man 
rat she had absolutely decided she couldn't stand, 
he had a vivid picture of him in her mind, red- 
aced and pleading, unzipping his fly and demand- 
ng "just a. little head,” 

Dominique had asked him to join them, let 
Dominique he the one to get stuck with him. 

Mind made up, Cleo went to the reception desk 
and left a note to be sent up for Dominique. Called 
away 0B business. She would probably be furious 
but that was just too bad. I am sick of being nice tc 

you got taken, advantage of, 

W& t0 settle M ■» 

®iat« £.1 °L Yves Laurent shoes, tire 



felt a lot better. Ease the tension by releasing some 
bard earned cash, there was nothing like it 

All her life Cleo had wished to be slightly 
tougher with people. She was the one that got 
stepped all over. People did not respect weakness, 
they sniffed it out like aromatic coffee, and then 
they trampled all over you. 

“Cant you ecer say no to a party?” Mike had 
often admonished. “We never get any time at home, 
it’s one goddam party after anomer.” 

“I tried to say no,” Cleo would murmur, “but 
they insisted.” 

When pushed far enough she could be tough, 
fn her writing she was tough. With Mike she 
alarmed to be tough. Christ! The nerve of him. She 
lad hardly left the country and he had moved Susan 
>ig boobs in. Well let him keep her there. Let him 
lump her until his tongue fell out It proved to Cleo 
hat she had made the right move. 

Divorce was on her mind. One quick simple 
: vorce. 
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Chapter 18 


Geoff s coining over this morning to do the win- 
dows, ’ Muffin announced. 

“He’s what?” Jon inquired. 

Coming to clean the windows ” Muffin replied 
patiently, sticking out her toes and painting the 
nails jn intricate white and green stripes. 

“Why?” x 

Because he said he wanted to. Said he was 
going to be in the district and would pop up and do 

> Jesusl! Don’t know why you want him up here. 
He s verging on being a complete moron.” 

^He s quite nice really ” 

« , ^ s ffinte nice really,” Jon mimicked her, 

with him? 5 ’ 6 W ^ en were going out 

1 only went out with hina a couple of times ” 
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a Oh yeah, that's right 
UDaccountably^i^!' ^ ^ nished ' dxess 

“ J St‘ bed “ teM 00 1» 

“can’t greet yom^tado *deW’” -^ 0n said ™ bl)1 y, 

or is that the whollidear ^ r “ your b % d °4 

rd W 1 

not jealous." Saidl10 - ' 

touched fo^ages^d Wiadows haven’t been 
to offer.” ^ g< thought it was sweet of fi 

wS S /t wo>n y°ahout. "janT Th He Lad ofber prob* 
was ta^g ^ Their agreement She 

JS^s stapjd insistence Sff®* ^ because of 

was 

°'° i0 4f 1 ^ ,0 be 3t ae solicitors at 1 

mtoCt ‘^ et *essed ■ and feed 1 

oershortieniabtip % j adm °nished, feelii 

fe X\t « S2rs5S^- 

-*■ g 4e ta * fe t r /' • 

Seraff started u , * d ° orb 

looted her<?plf • , hsrlc, and Mum 

*£&£•* b ^oo iZgZ&Hr : 

* b * °™Se-U mi 1Z 5 » 

/05 


irayed on some Est4e perfume. Then, still in Iier 
impy nightie, she answered the door. 

Geoff stood there looking slightly embarrassed, 
e wore blue dungarees with a bib front, a check 
irt, and he carried a ladder and large bucket. 

“Morning” he said. “This is your friendly 
iighhorhood window-cleaner.” 

“Morning” Muffin grinned. “You’d better come 


She had arranged the whole thing. She had 
loned Geoff and complained about the fact that 
teir windows were in a terrible state and that they 
st couldn’t get anyone and could he possibly come 
r er and not to mention it to Penny as she would 
ny think it was a liberty to ask. 

Geoff had agreed. Muffin had said Tuesday 
orrnng would be perfect She knew that Jon had 

^ ^ solicltor - She had 
orked the whole thing out carefully. 

re had^^fi? 6 Way teoff had used her. 
d S a l fifteen > ^ impressionable age. He 

i? and d a h n»”F ? a ( ° inema qUeUe ’ bou S h ‘ her a 

Sue in L ." C JT d her breaste ' his 

he^excitemenf nf tneC ! t0 6KpIore nnder ter skirt, 
as hard in h / nec ^^g in a cinema at fifteen 

d ? r Geoff kXS “ i“ d - Ioo,d ?g 



Again the cine amm S ea anoth er date. 
-4 ex^g'^ e a l“ b * sticky 
•acticaliv got fcU i 6 H ® ha d undone her bra, 
r a wZT ^ A*®. tad gone 

)hn Wayne." Sai< ^> tomorrow niohf- 


t had met bi » ft® 

8 back row > ftu Same routine. But 



when finally he managed to jam a finger inside ter 
she had whispered, ‘Tm only fifteen. I’m a virgin,” 
He had moved his hand rapidly, then a few minutes 
later he had said he was going to get some choco- 
lates. 

That was the last she saw of him until Penny 
brought him home as her prospective bridegroom. 

The agony she had felt at that time was secret 
and private. She had never told anyone. Then Jon 
had come along, and when be made love to her the 
first time he didn’t even realize she was a virgin. She 
had told him she had had lots of boyfriends. He had 
liked her. He had rescued her. 

Moral. Girls who fuck are more popular. 

Muffin had worked on it 

She became an extrovert She became famous. 
She fell in love with Jon. Now they were to he 
married, but before that, well there was just one 
little matter to be resolved. A matter of pride. "Cup 
of tea?” Muffin inquired. 

“Never say no.” 

She moved around the small kitchen aware of 
the fact that her nightie was almost transparent. 

Geoff sat awkwardly on a chair and remarked, 
TJice little dog — come ’ere, fella, come on, boy.” 

How is Penny?” Muffin asked sweetly. She re- 
membered her sister on her wedding day saying 
Geoff says he never even kissed you, is that true? 
And she remembered herself replying “Yeah. True. 
He did stick his fingers in my drawers though*" 
Penny had stamped off to the altar red-faced and 
furious. 

She s fine,” Geoff said cheerily, "fat and fine.” 

I wish she’d do something about herself. After 
the baby she should go on a strict diet” 


JOS 


1 .-H J» 

■ <diS WiiL 
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“I expect: 

Muffin yawned, “OL—1 had sues. 

Lots of wine and lots of love. She 
“Know what I mean?” 

"Yeah ” Geoff grinned “I think I go.' 

“I get letters from complete strangers wanting 
to make love to me. They carry on about my face 
and my body.” She sat down. “Hey, remember John 
Wayne?” 

"Did he write to you.” 

"No, stupid. John Wayne. The back row. Please, 
: sir, I’m only fifteen.” 

"Pardon?” . 


“Us.” 

"Us?” 

"When I was a silly little kid.” 

It finally dawned on Geoff. “You mean when I 
ok you out Cor, when I see your picture all over 
e newspapers it doesn’t seem real.” 

“It was reaL I didn’t half fancy you.” 

Geoff took a loud gulp of his tea. 

"Did you fancy me?” Muffin persisted. 

“’Course I did.” 

“Then why did you run out on me?” She 
shined plaintively, her bright blue eyes suddenly 
nd unexpectedly filling with tears. 

Geoff stared down at his tea. “You was fifteen, 
mly fifteen. Know what a bloke can get for interfer- 
ng with a girl of fifteen?” - 

But Penny was the same age,” Muffin accused, 
xeah, well that was different, wasn’t it? I nev- 
er touched her, never laid a finger on her until we 
was married.” ® 

“Charming! What was I, the trailer?” She 
tugged down her nightie angrily, then blurted out, 
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"You know you’re not nearly as good-looking as you 
were then. You used to look like Steve McQueen, 
now you look like Michael Caine gone wrong.” 

Geoff stood up. He was very talk “I never 
thought I’d have a chance with you,” he announced, 
"not after you became famous and all that.” He was 
edging around the table toward her. “Jon’s a nice 
bloke, I wouldn’t want to take any liberties." He 
grabbed hold of her. “Give us a kiss, darlin, give us 
a little encouragement.” 

As his hands started to explore under her night- 
dress she sat perfectly still. This was it. This was the 
moment.she had been waiting for. This was the man 
who had given her the first orgasm she had ever 
experienced while fiddling around under her sweat- 
er in the local Odeon. 

He was at it again. Fiddle. Fiddle. Fiddle. His 
technique hadn’t changed much. Muffin squirmed 
more with aggravation than excitement. 

“Take it easy,” she complained, “you’re not tun- 
ing a television!” She noticed the bulge in his jeans 
and it didn’t look that big. Jon was big. Jon had a 
terrific technique. 

I think you’re a smashing little woman,” Geoff 
was mumbling, “a real little dariin’.” 

Muffin pushed him away. Poor Penny, she 
hadn t got hold of any big deaL Businesslike, Muffin 
stood up. "I’m going to get dressed,” she announced. 
You d better start on the windows, Jon will be back 
in a minute.” 
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Chapter 19 


10 KaliSe, Arabian film star extraordinary. Dark 
Is tipped with, gray, olive skin, broody blade 
is, and a voice tinged with Easts*, xl promise. 

Cleo met him in the bar at the Dorchester, tie 
itched her hand, stared into her eyes, and mtu 
:ed, "You are very beautiful/" 

She had her opening line for the story. Bsmo 
aliffe has a voice tkgt sounds like hot molasses 
uried in sticky treads. Hit eyes are as hot as desert 
mds, red-tinged his the sunset. 

Cleo smiled to herself, and he took it as a sign 
hat she liked compliments and launched into his 
ull display. 

How she longed to say, “Shah we cut cut the 
bullshit, Mr. 'EgTr f e. and get down to a ready inter- 
esting interview T 

Butch K~?rr— g-; 'rc' to V he r that underneath 


the Desert Arab lurked a thoroughly likeable, very 
Westernized, amusing man. 

An hour and a half later she found him, and 
soon he was telling a series of funny stories against 
himself. 

When finally she clicked off the tape recorder 
and said she had enough he insisted that she join 
him and some friends for dinner. She agreed. He 
was nice, he was funny, and he was devastatingly 
attractive, bloodshot eyes and all. 

It had been a confusing day. Mike and Susan 
were on her mind, and she couldn’t shake off the. 
feeling of disappointment. One lay with a girl like 
that — O.K. But moving her in? Definitely not O.K. 

Dominique had phoned, she was delighted, in 
fact she didn’t even mention the fact that Geo had 
absented herself in such a fashion from lunch. 

“Shep Stone is the most exciting man I have 
ever met,” Dominique enthused. “He’s so vibrant 
and strong, and so down to earth for a star.” 

“I take it you like him ." Cleo’s sarcasm was 
ignored. 

“I think this is the man I have always been wait- 
ing for. I did something with him today that I have 
never done before.” 

“What was that?” 

I slept with him!” Dominique announced dra- 
matically. 

“ You’ve done that before.” 

Not an hour after meeting,” Dominique said 
-oldly. The vibrations were too strong, neither of 
is could resist. We were both helpless. We went to 
ds hotel and fell upon the bed like two people 
ossessed.” 

^Its not called possession, it’s called frustra- 
on.” 
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*T didn’t think wcnH 




3 l y never happened for yna 
_ ' ** 


;£, Its £E3> 
r— i^sr ; — •- 


)ayan. 

‘■'What about Isaacr_ 


Domini^ 


f^rriG crrr 


“What about him. _ - , 

He was fust a passing fancy*. Snap 




hingtome, , 

“My God, you sotmd dsmsugp- Are /--- i ’-- 

Shep feels the same way about jour” , 

There was a pause, then, C I thine so, 
sure. I m e a n nothing was said, but sfts*, £fi &~~~ uj 
rush and I had to get home. It was too bssuSfui to 
spoil with words. That’s why Tin nhaning. Dayan 
will be home in a minute and I cant seem to Tenon 
Shep, so I thought that maybe you could phone him 
and say D1 meet him for lunch tomorrow.” 

Tm not phoning him. If yon can’t reach * 
leave a message.” 


— 

“Thanks a lot Ithonghiyou wereafrisnd.” 

a T n-m « ■*-> »*\X *•» -r-+\ nf+jri rr « r-~A f. -**.3 


“I am a friend, not a message service. And : . 
some advice from me, don’t leave Dayan nodi you 
check out with Shep that he wants you to. I suggest 
you also ask him about bis current wife and the two 
that went before,” 

"You re jealous,” Dominique accused- *T won- 


dered why you disappeared at lunch. Couldn’t 

fTlA « J 1 






&e fact that he fancied me and not you, Heady, 
Clep, since you got back I find you very changed, 

1 » « i 


down. 


Oh for Christs sake!” Cleo slammed the phone 


Had she changed? Maybe for die better if it 

meant getting a dear view of someone like Domi- 
nique. 

m,r,^2n?' S d™nsr Inducted Botdi Kza£- 

“ m4 a fazzy-haired rffL and a small TW* 



blond who eyed Geo suspiciously and hung tightly 
on to Ramo's arm. 

They went to Trader Vies and feasted on spare 
ribs and Indonesian Iamb roast. Navy Grogs were 
the drink of the evening, and Geo soon felt that 
very special glow that one gets from good food, 
interesting company, and turn-on booze. 

Ramo divided his attention between Geo and 
the small blond, likewise Butch and the frizzy- 
haired lady. 

Geo thought — its time to even up the score. 
Butch or Ramo? She liked them both. They were 
both attractive in different ways. Neither as attrac- 
tive as Mike though. Mike had the most amazing 
eyes, and the most amazing balls. 

I'm drunk — Geo thought — no rash moves while 
Im drunk. 

But later, when they all went to Tramp, 
crushed against Ramo on the dance floor she decid- 
ed she would have one of them. Like a man she felt 
homy, and like a man she would pick a suitable 
mate and screw just for the sheer sensual pleasure of 
' screwing. No strings. If Mike could do it and enjoy 
it she saw no reason why she couldn't. 

The only problem was which one. Ramo was 
fun, but a little obvious, and not too particular. He 
had already had the small blond earlier in the day, a 
fact that the small blond had insisted on confiding. 

Butch was a more promising proposition. He 
had a stud reputation, but if you wanted to screw 
what better than a stud? 

The girl with the frizzy hair was so stoned that 
she wouldn't even notice if Butch vanished. 

Ramo asked her to dance, and pulling her to- 
ward him with a firm grip he suggested a three- 
some. "You, me, and the little DanaT 


114 


“Married ladies usually love threesomes. 

SSStS'rt*’* 

you. Shall 1 get rid of the blond and mate beauti 
ful love to you?” 

Cleo couldn’t help smiling. Eeie at last was a 


truthful man. , , 

Back at the table Butch was throwing her 
moody looks, and his frizzy-haired friend was danc- 
ing by herself on the packed dance floor. 

“You going with lover boy?” he inquired. 

“No, Im coining with you.” 

Butch nodded. “Great Let’s go,” 

Butch was renting an apartment in. Mayfair. It 
was all plush leather and dimmed lights. 

"Not my ran er style ” Butch drawled. “In LA. 
I’ve got this great beach house at Malibu. Sea swir- 
ling about at your front door, sun, sand. You get up 
in the morning, straight in the ocean for a swim, jog 
along the beach, barbecued bacon for breakfast 


Can’t beat it Do you smoke?” 

Politely he oSered her a joint Politely she ac- 
cepted it 

My stand-in scores the best grass in town,” 
Butch said proudly, “good huh?” 

Cleo nodded. It was good, very good to just re- 
lax and let all your tensions hang out 

I guess you’re always being told how beautiful 
you are. When you came to interview me you blew 

my nund. Row come you’re not into the model ac- 
tress bagr 

™ 1 be? Are gbh with looks sup- 
posed to all follow the same ballgame?” ^ 
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“Nope. Guess not Prettiest girl I ever knew was 
a schoolteacher.” Slowly he leaned over and undid 
the buttons on her silk shirt 

She leaned back and drew strongly on the joint, 
letting the smoke drift in a slow swirl toward the 
ceiling. 

Butch undid her bra which clipped at the front, 
and she shrugged it free. Then she stood up and un- 
zipped her St Laurent trousers and stepped out of 
her brown lace bikini pants. 

Butch stood up too and stripped off his clothes. 

They smiled at each other, then Butch pulled 
her very close, and quietly with their hands they ex- 
plored each other's bodies. 

They made love standing up until both their 
bodies were covered with a thin film of sweat 

“You’ve got to be fit to do it this way,” Butch 
gasped. 

Cleo’s eyes were shut, a half smile hovered 
round her lips. 

“Hey, baby? What do you think? Together?” 
..Butch asked. 

■■ Cleo arched back even further. A purely physical 
Like Mike she could enjoy it too. ‘Any time 

re ready." 

Together they came, then collapsed on the floor 
laughing. 

“Jesus!” Butch exclaimed, “you are too much. No 
sobbing and moaning and I love yous.” 

“Did you want them?” 

“Hell no” 

She dressed. “It was lovely, I'm going home 
now,” 

Butch shook his head in admiration, “Miss Cook 
Will I see you again?” 

“Around.” 


116 


She took a taxi back to the hotel It was true. A 
roman could enjoy it as much as a man. 

She felt free, high, very confident 
OX Mike. If we've got anything left to work 
rat let’s work it out on equal terms. 

She ignored the phone which had begun to ring, 
md went to sleep. 
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Chapter 20 


[he weeny hoppers were out in full force at lien- 
iiedy airport. Small, sweaty, pubescent little figures 
iarted here and. there, screaming and wailing. One 
tiny little blond stood quietly sobbing. 

Mike reviewed the scene with customary amaze- 
ment He had seen it many times before but it never 
failed to amaze him. Where did they all come from 
in their minis and their boots and their Marty Pearl 
emblazoned sweaters? What about school?” What 
about their parents? What land of life did they lead 
that they could just forget everything and spend a 
day running around Kennedy airport hoping for a 
glimpse of their idol? 

They were all so young. “Pm eleven,” one little 
girl had lisped proudly when he had inquired. Klev- 
enl He was no stranger to the way these girls got 
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treated if singled out for attention by any of the pop 
groups on their entourage. Eleven! 

They were traveling by commercial jet There 
was Marty. His backing group. His manager. His 
dresser. His publicity man. His mother. And of course 
Mike. 

The hostesses were flashing bright smiles and 
serving drinks. Little Marty Pearl ordered a scotch 
and his manager laughed and said, "What a joker!” 
and changed the order to orange juice. 

Lately, Little Marty Pearl was getting rather 
pissed off at still being sixteen. 

When the flight was under way, and Omar Sharif 
was chasing Julie Andrews on the cinema screen, 
Little Marty’s manager, Jackson, came and sat him- 
self down next to Mike. He was a youngish guy with 
prematurely gray hair and watery blue eyes. 

"The kid’s getting impossible,” he remarked 
glumly. "I try to isolate him, but what you gonna 
do — he’s gonna be nineteen in two months.” 

"You re doing a great job. His reputation is dean 
as a whistle. Doesn’t drink. Doesn’t smoke. Doesn’t 
fuck. What more do you want?" 

“It ain’t easy, Mike. One of these days I’m just 
not gonna be able to tell him what to do. Besides, 
everywhere we go we got groupies climbing up the 
wall. Caught one giving the electrician a blow job 
tbe other day in the hope that he'd take her over to 
Marty.” 

Mike laughed. “Maybe the time has come to find 
him an official girlfriend.” 

She get tom to bits. Listen, the kid is getting 
very randy. I’ve thrown a couple of professional 
pieces his way in the last month and he's lapped it 
up. At least hookers keep their mouths shut. We 
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can’t afford a girlfriend yet — the 
like it” 

Mike shrugged Little Marty 
really not his problem. Gee ~ 
way was he going to allow fct 
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Make love to her. They ’ ” " 
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found myself on a different floor of the hotel Her 
voice started to rise. “After all, Mr. Jackson, you 
know that Little Marty likes me to be near. He 
needs me near him. He . . .” 

“Sure,” Jackson cut her off, ‘Tm sure it will all 
be fine in London. No problem.” 

“You know I don’t like to be a bother, Mr. Jack- 
son. You know I never cause trouble. But Little 
Marty likes me near him.” Emma Pearl bit on her 
lower lip nervously. “He wants me by his side.” 

“Quite right” Jackson nodded reassuringly, and 
Emma Pearl went back to her seat on the plane. “Piss 
off, you old crow,” Jackson muttered in her wake. 
“JesusI” he exclaimed to Mike. “We gotta do some- 
thing about her. Marty’s bugging the crap out of 
me — get rid of her — keep her away — stop her fol- 
lowing me. She still thinks he’s fucking thirteen.” 

“Why is she on the trip then?” 

“’Cos Marty ain’t got the balls to tell her he’s a 
big boy now. He expects her to come along and 
stay out of the way. And who’s supposed to keep her 
out of his way? Guess who? Schmuck face, yours 
truly, that’s who.” 


Mike nodded. “Relatives always turn out to be a 
orag-I guess a mother is better than a wife though.” 

Maybe. The mother scene is bad enough. The 
wite scene I don’t wanna even imagine! Gives me 
bad wbes, know what I mean?” Jackson tailed off, 
suddenly remembering that Mike was married. 

™ raining and in spite of the fact 
hat Little Marty had never had a hit record outside 

en< T a ’ *b ere wa ? a massive crowd of teeny hop- 
pers waiting to greet him. 3 v 

mtw C « et S P “tomdred,” Jackson remarked, 

* “ tlMre se «“ *» be nearly/ 
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There was a fleet of cars to meet them, and 
Mike managed to push past the photographers and 
crowds, and commandeered a car to himself. He had 
plans to head straight for Cleo’s hotel. There was 
nothing he could do for Little Marty, he was sur- 
rounded by people ready to deal with his every 
whim. Redly Mike was only along on the trip to 
keep an executive eye on things. And of course, as 
far as he was concerned, to meet and make up with 
Cleo. 

In the car he rehearsed his opening lines. Should 
he apologize? Explain? Lie? 

Actions always spoke louder than words. He 
would give her some action. 

Mike smiled to himself. He always had been 
known as the man with the answer to every prob- 
lem. 




Jon Clapton was worried. He had committed him- 
self. He had arranged to sign a large chunk of him- 
self away in payments to his soon to be ex-wife. 

One hundred quid a week she had finally de- 
manded, plus the usual benefits such as childrens 
school fees, doctor bills, dentist bills. He had baulked 
at holidays. Surely on a hundred quid a week she 
could scrape enough together to manage a couple of 
weeks in Brighton. 

Cow! Bitch! Women! 

It had been a long haul to pull himself up into 
the money, and now that he was nearly there Jane 
would be hanging around his neck like a financial 
albatross. 

: However. It would be worth it Now he would 

be free to marry Muffin, and Muffin stood for money. 
. Together there would be no stopping them. 
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“That seems awfully young,” Anthony mumbled 
unsurely. 

“How old were you then?” 

“Me?” Anthony Private coughed nervously. Tm 
interviewing you. I don’t think how old I was is real- 
ly relevant” 

“Just curious. I bet you were a late starter.” 

Anthony reddened and quicHy changed the sub- 
ject “How do you feel about thousands of men 
ogling your naked body every day?” 

“Chuffed.” 

“Pardon?” 

Muffin openly yawned. She had spent an hour 
and a half over lunch with Anthony Private, and she 
was bored. He asked stupid questions in a stupid 
high-pitched voice, and she was amazed that this was ‘ 
the man who had a full page weekly in a national 
daily paper. 

“If looking at me in the buff turns old geezers on 
then I’m chuffed. Like it’s a giggle, right?” 

Anthony threw her a disdainful look. “How 
oes your father feel?” 

“You have a cold sore on your lip,” Muffin 
ointed out accusingly, “you know what that comes 
•om don’t you?” 

“No, I don’t,” said Anthony irritably, “and I don’t 

?ant you to tell me either. What about your fa- 
her?” } 


He doesn’t have any cold sores; and I’ve got a 
ovelymum” 

Christ! Anthony heaved a sigh of despair, and 
jailed for the bill. “What are you doing now?” he 
nquired of Muffin. 6 


Having lunch with you,” she stated in surprise, 
tag home?” 11 now w ^en we leave here. Are you go- 
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Muffin shrugged. "Hadn’t thought Why?” 

"I would like to see where you live. Get a sort of 
background picture.” 

"Oh, all right. Come back for coffee. But I'm 
telling you now— no nooky.” 

“I can assure you I wouldn’t dream of it.” 

“No, I didn’t think you would!” 


Over coffee at Muffin's Holland Park Hat Antho- 
ny Private snapped, “Do you make a lot of money 
doing nothing?” 

"Pardon?” Muffin asked. She was not used to 
people who were arrogant and sly and jealous. 

How much money do you make a year?” 

Jon had often instructed her never to discuss the 
money that they made, so she said hesitantly, “I’m 
not really into money, my boyfriend sort of takes 
care of that side of things.” 

j t ^°™ ens hb would love you,” said Anthony 
dryl£ "What do you think of your looks?” 

I should like to be taller, you know, sort of a 
Verouchka type lady. And I should like to have 
longer thinner legs.” 

Private stood up. “OX,” he said, “I 
tninK I have everything I want” 

Muffin smiled nicely. She sensed that he didn’t 
ce er, but she didn't want him to know that the 

leeling was mutual. 

SC00 P ed U P Scruff and walked 
her guest to the door. "See you a^ain I hope ” 

dfdnvC n tows gone she burst into tears. She 
?° W Why ’ i usfc made her feel sad. After a 
m of energy she 

Harrods was “ y °“ “ t0 
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Chapter 22 


“Mrs. James,” Mike told the receptionist confidently. 
“Mrs, James checked out this morning.” 

“She cant have.” 

“I can assure yon that she did,” 

“Where has she |one?” 

Tm sorry, sir. Im afraid I cannot reveal infor- 
mation about our guests’ movements unless they re- 
quest that we do so.” 

‘Tm her husband.” 

“Tm sorry, sir. Mrs. James left no forwarding ad- 
dress, but she will be returning to us on the 24th of 
this month” 

\vh 131166 dayS ' You mean y° u kwe no idea 

V ^ or ^.” 80116 

“Can I get a room?” 

“rm sorry, sir. We are fully booked.” 
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“Jesus H. Christ!” 

Mike deposited his suitcase with the hall porter, 
and made his way to the bar. What timing! A mad 
dash all the way across the Atlantic and she was 
gone. He didn’t even know where to. 

Russell Hayes would probably know. She had 
obviously taken off to interview someone. He had 
known that she wasn't going to stay in London the 
entire time, but he had thought at least a week. 

Now he couldn't even get a room in Cleo’s hotel. 
He would be forced to join the Marty Pearl entou- 
rage over at the Europa. A drag. 

He swallowed two fast scotches to drown his 
disappointment He was really starting to miss her. 
Badly. In fact so much so that if Susan hadn’t pre- 
sented herself at his apartment and made herself 
readily available then he wouldn’t even have 
bothered to get himself laid. For the first time in 
years he was off casual sex. He was concentrating on 
building up one hell of a hardon for his own wife. 

He took a taxi over to the Europa, and there 
were lots of little girls milling about outside. There 
was a suite booked for him, and he placed a call to 
Russell in New York. Then he got through to Jack- 
son on the house phone to find out how everything 
was going. 

A breeze,” Jackson informed him. “Gonna tuck 
Little Marty up for the night, and then I’m gonna 
find myself a nice tight little piece of English coun- 
try. You wanna join me?” 

Mike declined. He felt tired, a touch of jet lag. 
And besides he wanted to try and find out where 
Cleo was. Maybe she was somewhere near, some- 
where he could join her at. 

Russell Hayes did not call back for an hour. 

I don’t know where she is,” he informed Mike, 
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age "“Thariks alot You’re abighelp.^ 

“If you find her have her call me. 

“How can I find her?” 

“I don't know, she’s your wife. Call her mother, 

her friends.” , , „ tnr . 

“Thanks Russ. I can always depend on you tor 

fuck alL” , 

He didn’t know where to contact her mother. 

He couldn’t xemembeT any of her friends. In fact 
her life before he had met her was a closed book, 
one he had never bothered to open. 

He called down to room service and had them 
send up a menu. There was nothing he felt like. He 
certainly did not feel like sitting alone in a hotel 
room all night He pulled on his leather jacket and 
went out 

in the hotel corridor a bizarre sight greeted 
him. Mrs. Emma Pearl was sitting on a cushion 
outside the door to her son's suite. She jumped up 
nervously when she saw Mike. 

“What are you doing?” he inquired incredulous- 

ly ‘ 

1 am seeing that Little Marty is all right” 

Oh, said Mike, “I see.” He paused for a mo- 
ment, dancing along the corridor to see if they were 

ride his roraa?” ^ ’ Tiiey were not ’ ‘^y you out- 

„„ jT a .£ ea ? bb f bed ' a5hame4 ot her own ec- 
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She attempted to phone the office of the film com- 
pany whose star she had arranged to interview. 
There was no one there who seemed to know any* 
thing about it. so she decided to phone back later. 

She felt embarrassed going out to the hotel pool 
alone. Women on their own always seemed so vul- 
nerable. Other women summed them up as potential 
rivals, and men summed them up on their probable 
bedability. Baby — you've come a long way was butt* 
shit. Women were still the second classes of th e 
world. Judged on their looks. Judged on their w° r ' 
als. A man who screwed around was "clever old 
Fred. A woman was still an old scrubber. 

Ten minutes after settling on a mattress, apply' 
ing sun tan oil, and ordering a long cool drink, the 
hairy™ 311 a P peared * He was short and extremely 
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After two hours of sun she went inside and 
tried to phone the film company again. This time she 
got the publicity man, and an appointment was 
made for her to meet Sami Marcel for lunch the 
following day. 

“Tahiti Beach, one o’clock,” the pubicity man 
said. “We shall be filming there all morning, so if 
you want to come by earlier and watch the action, 
just do so.” 

Great St. Tropez. Alone. No desire to be with 
anyone. But what was there to do alone? 

Female on her own. Instant pick-up. Already 
proved. 

There was no alternative but a long and boring 
evening in her hotel room. 

Sami Marcel was tall, sinewy, and ugly in a way 
that was devastating^ attractive. He had horse 
teeth, a large nose, fleshy lips, and he was the cur- 
rent heart-throb of France. 

Cleo had taken the publicity man’s advice and 
come down to Tahiti Beach early to watch them 
shooting. She and several hundred other ladies. The 
area in which they were filming was roped off, and 
Cleo had to literally fight her way through to reach 
the location. She used her school French, and the 
publicity man came over and helped her over the 
ropes. 

"Sami’s a great guy,” he told her swiftly. “Got a 
reputation for being a pain in the ass, but believe 
me, he’s a lot of fun.” 

The film crew was American. It was Sami’s first 
American film, and as such quite important for him. 

They were shooting a scene that involved c> 
walking alone along the water’s edge. He was 
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ing white trousers rolled up around the ankles. His 
chest was bare, and a large gold disc hung around 
his neck. 

In her mind Cleo composed the beginning of the 
story she would write. “Sami Marcel looks like he 
should smell strongly of garlic. According to his 
legion of girlfriends he does ” 

It was boring watching the filming. Take one. 
Sami strolling along Cut. No good. Break. Take 
two. Sami strolling along. Cut. Sami sneezed. Take 
three . . . and so on and so forth. 

Cleo lay back on the sand and slipped her shirt 
off. The sun was hot. and she closed her eyes and 
enjoyed it It would be nice to have come here with 
Mike He loved the sun, he could lay unmoving for 
hours. She wondered if he would take Susan to the 
sun. She wondered if he missed her. Probably not as 
much as if he lost his bloody Ferrari. 

The call came to break for lunch, and Cleo 
. looked around for the publicity man. He came puf- 
fing up looking harassed. 

: Cleo puf her shirr back on over her bikini. “We 

have an hour right?” she inquired. 

Yeah well Sam) usually takes a short break 
before lunch but I’ll take you over to the restaurant, 
he shouldn’t be long.” 

The restaurant was at the back of the beach. 
Wooden tables, striped umbrellas, and tight-assed 
waiters. 

There was one long table in the middle set up 
for about twenty people, and the publicity man sat 
Cleo at it. 3 

Hey, she objected, “I have to interview Sami 
on his own, I told you that from London.” 

JYeah, I know. Well work it out Sami has to bo 
handled, he s been treated badly by the press,” 
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‘‘What do you mean — lie has to be bandied? I 
arranged to interview him and everything was sup- 
posed to have been set up ” 

The publicity man looked sheepish. “He 5 s a dif- 
ficult guy, he’s moody. Tm sure when he meets you 
he’ll give you some time.” 

“Gee, thanks a lot.” Cleo’s tone was cold with 
sarcasm. “I just don’t work this way. I’ve come all 
the way from London for this interview and now 
Im supposed to take my chances that he’ll give me 
a few minutes.” 

Tm sorry. Im sure it will work out.” 

"Bullshit You are just not doing your job prop- 
erly. If Sami Marcel doesn’t like interviews say so 
up front Don’t drag people down here on spec. It 
won’t do you, the film, or Sami any good.” 

Some of the crew from die beach were sitting 
down. The director. The cameraman. The continuity 
girl. 

Cleo was really furious. Oh God — was she go- 
ing to do a scorcher on Mr. Marcel. If he thought he 
was badly treated by the press wait until she fin- 
ished with him. 


He arrived after half an hour. A brunette 
uymphet on one arm, and a curly blond on the 
other. Both girls were wearing just the tiniest bot- 
tom half of their bikinis. The brunette was compact 
and small, with boyish sun-tanned bosoms. The 
blond was more ample with bouncy breasts that 
still featured white marks from the recent confines 
of a bikini top. 

looking around Cleo realized that most of 
the females in the restaurant were topless, and there 
was a dazzling array of unfettered breasts. Big ones, 
small ones, perky, droopy. Take your choice. 

ami sat opposite her, his girlfriends clinging to 
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soft, pleasurable.” He looked around the table to 
make sure everyone was listening, then continued 
expansively, “A woman should be feminine, sweet, 
quiet. A woman should be a mother when required, 
and a whore when required. Most women manage 
to combine those qualities admirably.” 

“Do they?” Cleo asked sarcastically. S he 




managed to switch her small Sony tape recorder on 
and was getting every word. 

“But of course ” he fingered the blond's be— an 
breast and her nipple hardened under his ten cm 
“women are beautiful playmates to be loved and t~ 
be kept in their place.” 

“And what— in your opinion— is the ir zlcc-e^ 

“Oh, at home, to the bedroom. the 
Sami said vaguely. “They are decorative 
they don t belong in man s domain.” 

Cleo laughed, “You have die strong arems 
male chauvinist pig.” “ 

Sami did not like to be laughed at 

be.a lesbian,” he stated. 

Cleo laughed even louder. “Jesus' — - - 
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“He’s a rotten, stinking, filthy swine!” Muffin 
screamed. “An uptight, stupid, limp dick idiotl I 
hate him, Jon, I hate him” 

“Stop screaming. Calm down.” 

“You’d be bloody screaming.” Muffin picked up 
the newspaper she had flung on the floor in her fury. 
“Listen,” she said shrilly. “Short, Fat, and Rich! And 
that’s only the headingl How would you like to be 
described as short, fat, and rich?”- 

“I wouldn’t mind the rich.” 

Muffin narrowed her blue eyes. “Can I sue 
him?” 

“What for?” 

“Well, detrimental treatment, damage to my 
character, you know what I mean.” 

“Don’t be silly.” 
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The boy bent down. "Be a sweetie and open np 

your legs, don't want patchy thighs, 4oweF’ 

Muffin stood with her legs apart while the boy 
fussed around with his pancake and sponge. Good 
job he was a fag as he had a bird s eye vipw. 

“Have you seen Little Marty yet? asked the 
boy, a note of excitement creeping into his voice. I 

hear he’s gay.” , 

“Cor blimey, according to you everyone s gayl 
exclaimed Muffin. “You'll be telling me about 
Prince Philip next." 

“Oh. Is he?” 

“Don't be daft” 


Little Marty arrived with his mother and Jack- 

son. 

He was dressed from head to toe in white 
fringed buckskin. He immediately disappeared with 
the make-up artist to have his spots covered. 

Jackson approached Jon, shook him by the 
hand, and said, “This is gonna be great, absolutely 
great.” 

Jon agreed. “Terrific idea,” he said. “Muffins 
never been on an album cover before. Was it your 
idea?” 

"Yeah, sort of.” Jackson forgot to mention it had 
all been arranged by the English P.R. whose firm 
handled Marty’s records in England. 

Muffin emerged from the dressing-room. She 
was wearing thigh length very high-heeled white 
leather boots, and a white Stetson cowboy hat. That 
was all. 

"Holy shit!” exclaimed Jackson. 

Mrs. Emma Pearl shot out of the chair at the 
back of the studio. “Mr. Jacksonl” she complained in 
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"Yes. I handle everything she does.” 

Jackson nodded. “Any contacts in the States 
yet?” 

Jon shook his head. “Not yet. I was thinking of 
taking her over there later this year.” 

“Maybe I can help you. You gotta approach 
Stateside with a lot of clout You gotta come in with 
balls. Know what I mean?” 

“Well, when they see Muffin . . 

“Not enough, take it from me, I should know. 
When I first got hold of Little Marty he was a farm 
hick. Nice hoy. Nice looks. Nice voice. Without me 
he’d still be shoveling shit down on the farm. I gave 
him the works, made him a star. You and I should 
have a little talk about your girlfriend, I got ideas, 
money ideas.” 

‘I'm always ready to talk about money.” 

Jackson clapped him on the shoulder. "Good 
hoy, you’ve got a nose that sniffs in the right direc- 
tion I can see. Why don’t you and the girlfriend 
come along to M arty’s reception tonight? After, we 
can have dinner. What ya say?” 

“Terrific. Well be there.” 

“Listen, kid, you don’t want to be snapping 
pictures all your life. No offense — I know you’re 
good, but I can steer you and the little lady right 
where the bread is. You stroke my balls, I stroke 
yours. You dig?” 

Jon nodded. He didn’t much like Jackson, but 
he sensed there might be a deal somewhere, and it 
would be good to have the right connections in 
America. 

Muffin reappeared, and Jon introduced her to 
Jackson. She had thrown a silk shawl around her 
nakedness but it wasn’t concealing much. She was 
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til furious with Jon, and kept on fixing him with 

“^fggS'jackson.-Wybe Muffin could 

)rin2 a girlfriend along tonight. 

“What for?” asked Muffin balemily. 

“Sure,” agreed Jon, who had got the message. 

'‘Any preferences?” 

Jackson chuckled. “Just the usual. 

Little Marty emerged from the dressing-room. . 
He walked with a slightly put-on swagger. His boy- 
ish face was neatly blanked out with pale orange 
pancake. 

Muffin shrugged the shawl off her shoulders 
and smiled. 

Little Marty managed a blush that shone 
through his make-up. 

“Hello” said Muffin. 

Little Marty’ s voice cracked suddenly, “Hello.” 
“What a great couple!” Jackson enthused. 
“Don’t they look perfect together?^ 

They did match very well indeed. Both short 
in spite of mutual, high-heeled boots. Both young. 
Both pretty. Jon had arranged a plain backdrop, 
and 3 Jttle Marty was to stand face on to the camera, 
while Muffin beside him stood with her back to the 
camera, just turning her Stetsoned head. 

Fanfuckra’-tasticl” exclaimed Jackson. “Just 
right, sexy without being obvious. Just the image my 
boy needs.” 


Muffin left the studio before Jon. He had an- 
other photo session to do, and she wanted to go 
home wash her hair, and generally prepare for the 
party Jackson had invited them to. 

She looked forward to the party with an excited 


churning in her stomach. Little Marty Pearl. He was 
lovelyl 

“Can I see you later?” lie had ashed. “Why 
don’t you sneak over to my hotel after the party?” 

“I don’t see why not,” she had replied, "not a 
word to anyone though.” 

“Secret,” he had said, putting a finger to his 

lips. 

“Secret,” she had giggled in agreement. 

They had been posing for the record cover 
while this whispered conversation had taken place. 
As soon as Muffin had set eyes on Little Marty she 
had flipped. After seeing his photo in so many mag- 
azines, hearing his records, well it was a real thrill to 
meet him in the flesh. 

She had remained bad-tempered toward Jon. 
That way it would be easy to pick a fight at the party 
and walk out 

Her anger about the Anthony Private interview 
had evaporated. Jon was right. It was nothing to get 
excited about, the poor guy was just jealous. 

Humming softly Muffin let herself in to the 
Holland Park flat. What should she wear for the 
evening's activities? Something sexy. Something 
great. 

The phone rang and she picked it up. Silence 
on the other end. Muffin banged it down. The secret 
wanker strikes again! Jon said that there was an 
wnyrf secret wankers who phoned pretty girls. 

h s the only way some geezers can get it off,” 
he had casually explained. If he picked up the phone 
and there was silence he would sometimes yell 
down the receiver, “Go on, my son! Have one for 
me!” 

Aoure disgusting!” Muffin would complain at 
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the time, but she couldn’t help laughing, and it 

certainlv took the fear out of obscene phone calls. 

Th Phone rang again, It war probably An- 
thony Private now he footer like a secret wanker. __ 
“Mr> Wilsons home for unmarried scrubbers 


Muffin said primly. , ■, 

“Is Jon there?” It was Jane s voice, sharp ana 

tm ^ ri “No ” She hated having to speak to Jon’s wife. 

“Is that— er— Muffin?” Jane made it sound like 


a dirty word. 

"Yes Who is this?” 

“This is Mrs Clapton.” 

“Oh. Jon’s mother?” 

"No, his wiie. dear.” 

"So sorry. I thought you sounded like his moth- 


“That’s perfectly all right, dear. I thought you 
were the daily.” 

"Jon’s out” 

"So you said. Tell him to give me a ring will 
you. Ob and by the way, I saw your engagement 
pictures What a laugh' You sillv little girls- will do 
anything for publicity. Jon’s got no intention of get- 
ting married again- -he told me it was onlv to keep 
you quief. The divorce isn’t even definite vet, did 
Jon tell you it was? Don’t bank on it, dear, I might 
even chan gemy mind. Bye-bye.” 

Oh! Muffin was left hanging on to the receiv- 
? r f * p Jjne went dead. “Oh. vou horrible old 
bitch, He does want to marry me— he does.” She 
banged the phone down in a 'fury. What kind of a 
game was Jon Clapton playing with her now? She 
would show him.— Oh boy, would she show him! 




London was sunny when Cleo jetted in. She had 
pent the few hours on the plane writing an explo- 
re piece on Sami Marcel. It was an indictment of 
ill men who felt that women were just attractive 
abjects to be used for men’s pleasure. He had turned 
3ut to be the perfect male chauvinistic pig, and in a 
biting, sometimes humorous piece, Cleo had ex- 
posed Sami Marcel, and all men who were like him. 
She couldn’t wait to get it typed up and sent off 
express to Russell. 

She took a taxi to the Connaught, and although 
she was back a day early they were able to find her 
a room. 

There were three urgent messages for her to 
call Dominique Last immediately she arrived. She 
phoned at once. 


Dominique said, "Thank Christ you’re back. 
Can I come over?” 

"I only just arrived. I have some work to get 

sorted out” „ 

“Please. It’s important. I must talk to you. 

“All right ” Cleo wasn’t enthusiastic, but that 
hard-to-say-no streak was still prevalent 

Dominique arrived an hour later. Her red hair 
was hidden beneath a scarf, and her red eyes be- 
neath sunglasses. She had obviously been crying. 

Cleo felt a sudden rush of sympathy, and she 
decided to forget the things that Dominique had 
said to her a few days previously. 

“You look awful!” she exclaimed. “What on 
earth has happened?” 

Dominique removed her sunglasses to reveal a 
heavy black eye. “Look what the bastard did,” she 
said bitterly. 

“Dayan?” Cleo questioned. 

“No,” Dominique snapped, “ your friend. That 
creep you fixed me up with.” 

“Shep Stone?” 

“That's the name of the impotent little bastard.” 

Cleo sat down. “I’m not really following this 
conversation. Last time I spoke to you he was the 
most exciting man you had ever met, and you were 
leaving your husband and your lover for him.” 

Can I get a drink?” Dominique took off her 
headscarf, and shook her long red hair free. 

Cleo consulted her watch. It was four pm. “I 
don’t know if the bar is open.” 

'Room service doesn’t close. I’d like a scotch, a 
double.” 

Cleo picked up the phone and ordered tea for 
herself and a drink for Dominique. “So?” she ques- 
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turned. “Can I please tear what this is all about?* 

Dominique sighed- “As I told you, Shep forced 
me to sleep with him that afternoon after you intro- 
duced us. I suppose I was a bit tiddly. He took 
advantage of me. If you had stayed and not nm out 
on me . . .” 

“Let me remind you, it was you invited him to 
join us.” 

“I thought he was your friend.” 

'If I had wanted him to join us I would have 
been quite capable of asking him myself. Actually I 
can’t stand him.” 

, “Well anyway, if you had stayed . . .” 

“On the phone ” Cleo stated pointedly, “you 
said you had a marvellous time with him, true love 
and all that, and that you were going to leave Da- 
yan for him.” 

“Nonsense,” said Dominique briskly, “you must 
have misunderstood.” 

“Bullshit!” Cleo exclaimed. 

There was a discreet knock at the door, and a 
waiter came in with their order. 

They waited for him to leave, and then Domi- 
nique said flatly, “Anyway, I lost my diamond ring 
at his hotel, and when I went there the next day to 
retrieve it he hit me.’h 


“Just like that?” 

“Yes. Just like that” 

Cleo poured out her tea. She was speechless. 

^eyear^ 6 g6t S ° me S ° rt ° £ award for ^ o£ 

^ " So? ” questioned Cleo; at last. “What do you 
want me to do? J 


^Arrange a meeting. I want to talk to hi™,* 
talk to him! What aboutr 



‘S"er head. Tiateo. Either be straight 

'With me or let’s just forget it 

“You mean you won t help mer 
“Help you? Help you do whatr 

“Your story has more holes than s a pmm heard. 
Please don't come here and give me a bag full of 
and then try and use me.” wou ]d 

Dominique shrugged. 1 didnt Waxy™ 

help me” She drained her scotch m one fell swoop, 
SsTood up. then evenly she said, 
jealous person. Cleo, you still can t get over 
that Shep wanted me and not you. 

“Oh, come on . . . 


UH, come on . . . . 

Dominique put her sunglasses back on, and n 
headscarf. ‘You are jealous because I’ve got a horn 
and a baby. You always were jealous of me. My nau, 
my figure. You always .. 

Cleo stood up. “Bye-bye, Dominique. Sbe 
walked in the bathroom and slammed the door. 
Christ! This whole thing was so unfair. She haa 
always tried to be a good friend, but look where 1 

got you. . 

Russell Hayes. Good friend Susan. Now Domi- 
nique. 

If you knew absolutely nothing about youi 
friends what was it all about? 

The phone rang, and when Cleo emerged sh« 
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was glad to see that Dominique had left It was 
Butch Kaufman ringing and he said, “There’s a slew 
of parties tonight and I thought we might um er 
visit them together.” 

“Great. I could do with some parties .” 

“I’ll pick you up at eight. Then maybe later a 
party of our own. My stand-in handed me some- 
thing out-a-site today!” 

“Maybe.” 

“O.K., Miss CooL See you later.” 




Unable to decide which girl would be the most 
suitable, Jon finally rounded up both Erica and 
Laurie. 


They all met at the Holland Park flat, and Muf- 
fin, who was still hardly speaking to Jon, greeted 
them with, “Has he got a travelling fireman for 
you!” 

Its travelling salesman,” Jon remarked, “visit- 
ing fireman.” 


'Pooh! Muffin stuck out her tongue, and 
bounced off to finish her make-up. She hadn’t men- 
tioned the phone call from his wife yet. She was 
saving that piece of information. 

Erica was wearing a "brown satin jump suit, slit 

breasts w j e Y ealin & P 3 ^ interesting, small 

: and w, i blond bair was P^ted in the middle 
and hung long and straight. 



«Y nil look lovely,” Jon said admiringly. 

had Shisized the dark ebony of hei 
1 -nSaKd gypsy outfit. Her hair was freakec 
£? X Style, SlL make-up was bngkt an. 

aIIeS ^ tasty!" said Jon. He was rfeasei Bo* 
Bills looked sensational, and one or file other w 

Sound to appeal to Jackson. 

Muffin appeared in a white truiea 
tucked into white jeans, tucked into white boo - 
fhe immediately made the other two girls look or- 

^^SawffiepS Anthony Private did on you tills 
morning.” Erica smiled. “What a bitch! 

«Yes, aren’t you.” Jon took her firmly by * e 
arm. “That’s one subject we are not going to discus . 

LetS Muffin glared. Trust Erica to have seen the 
Anthony Private thing. Stupid old cow. She must be 
at least twenty-six, what did she have to laug 
about It had worked out well that Jon had wanted 
to bring Erica and Laurie to the party, they womo 
keep him well occupied. Muffin had plans to enjo) 
herself, and those plans did not include Jon bloo J 

Clapton. # , , , 

She hummed a httle song in anticipation ot tn 

good times ahead. 


Mike James spent the day involved in one busi 
ness meeting after the other. He wanted to g £ 
everything he had to do done quickly, so that whe 
Cleo returned he would have nothing but time f £ 
her. 

Free time. Talking time. Fucking time. 

He was taken to lunch at a restaurant in Che 
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sea, and he amazed himself by not attempting con- 
versation with any of the dozen or so very pretty- 
girls who were also lunching there. 

I am a reformed character, he thought I can 
look a roomful of nookie straight in the eye and not 
give it a second thought Well . . . maybe a second 
thought But that was all. Thinking not doing. An 
improvement on his former lifestyle. 

He had a long talk with Jackson about Little 
Marty Pearl’s mother. “She's got to go,” he said, “it’s 
no good having her on this tour, send her back.” 

Jackson was in complete agreement “It’s as 
good as done.” 

In the evening he went to the Little Marty 
Pearl party. Stay loose, he warned himself, don’t get 
involved, let’s see if you can do it for once. 

There were a lot of girls there. Fat ones. Thin 
ones. Smart ones. Tacky ones. He stayed loose, he 
' made idle chat, he even turned one smokey proposi- 
: tiondown. 


£ 


He felt proud and self-righteous. A faithful hus- 
band. A man who was saving himself for his wife. 

Hey, ^ called Jackson, when the party was in 
full swing, ’You gonna come to dinner with us?” 

I don t know,” said Mike, and he inspected the 
two girls on either side of Jackson. The blond ap- 
pealed to him, so did the black girl. 

‘JYoumet Jon— er Jon . . 

Clapton,” supplied Jon. 

^ c \ a pton” said Jackson. “Jon photo- 
graphed the album cover today— he’s a good guv 

J ames > Jon. Mike’s a top exec 
know " ? ° n Recor< k’ a S 00 ^ guy for you to get to 


£ They shook hands, and Mike turned expectant- 



So 

A ... m um « 0> r 8 e 

1 took like 811 

"You-as «»*- B «t 1 d0 “ 

son.” -„W -Th** y° a ’ Stott" 
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^otvatlx^ e ^ ou." 

“Of course not ^ dull - 1 

"Wel\> e ^ into it, i* b °,^ g se lfish eve- 

“Don’t want to g bvely enjoyable 

>t -want to have Toge tber * 

. „,UV> vou more- * & , p a 


t vvant to have a love y Toget her * 

“No, l ets „ , reSS . it ’ 

atthingpeople. new CUoe 

Cleo was wearing^ ^ %yay ^ begui g & ^ 

ilbjersey, and 1 t^ e P alsQ wore black d ^ 
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omplainmg that ne 
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the best legs in New York,” lie would nag, and yon 
keep them hidden like a Portuguese nun] 

Thinking of Mike made her narrow her eyes m 
anger. He had stopped phoning. Just like that No 
messages. Nothing. It didn’t take him long to accept 

the fact that she had gone. 

She would have to start sorting out her future. 
She had two more actors left to interview for the 
series, and then, what? She wasn’t sure if she wanted 
to go back to New York. She wasn’t sore if she 
wanted to continue working for Bussell Hayes and 
Image. 

“First the Dorchester,” Butch said. “I promised 
I would show my face at the party for Lime Marty 
p earL If you play your cards right HI introduce 
mu. He’s sixteen, a virgin, and prettier than you!” 


Jackson and Jon watched like the proud parents 
is Muffin and Little Marty posed for pictures to- 
gether. 

They make a cute couple,” Jackson remarked. 

"Yeah,” agreed Jon absently. He was thinking it 
was a shame that he and Muff had announced their 
engagement, because a trumped-up ro man ce be- 
tween her and Little Marty would have been fantas- 
tic publicity. Also it had not helped the situation 
between him and Jane. 

iy W %^ e 4 g0t TOtah <mt for “y mcrtIlerl ” M»r- 
“Pardon?” whispered back Muffin. 

lobby ’ 111 0311 d °™ >°» 
Muffin siMed. -y c!oa j. ^ . „ 

^ K &y. ‘Do 



"’Course I do!” she squeezed his arm, smiled 
for the photographers, and stuck out her incredible 
bosom. 

Mike held on to Erica’s arm and said, "What is 
a beautiful looking girl like you doing getting her- 
self fixed up with a dude like Jackson?” 

“Jon’s an old friend, I thought it might be fun. 
My, what homy eyes you have!” 

“All the better to stare you down.” 

“Down where?” 

“You name it.” 

"Naughty, naughty!” 

“I like your blouse.” 

"Blouse is such a sweet old-fashioned word.” 

“I used it because I can see I'm with a sweet 
old-fashioned girl.” 

“Ha Ha.” 

i'x “How would you feel about skipping out on the 
■'’ss dinner and going off somewhere on our own?” 

“Sounds like a good idea.” 

Mike winked. “I shall fix it. Just a quick word 
with Jackson and we shall be on our way.” 

“My, what a fast way you have of doing 
things!” 

‘You ain’t seen nothin’ yet!” 

“So,” said Butch, “when the movie is finished, 
it’s back to the beach house and urn er flake out 
time. If you’re around L.A, you are more than a 
welcome house guest. I’ve got a girl that sort of lives 
with me there, but I can always move her out for a 
spell, she'll understand.” He helped Cleo out of the 
car. “What do you think?” 

“I’ve got no plans right now. Butch. I’m just 
going to wing it” 
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A gaggle of girls sprang forward to get Butch 
Kaufman’s autograph, and Gleo walked on inside 
he hotel. She stood in the lobby and watched a man 
ipproaching from a distance through the lounge. He 
ooked very much like Mike He had the same rangy 
valk. He was holding on to a tall blond, and as they 
tot nearer Cleo realized with a stomach lurching 
hrob that it was Mike. 


He had been talking to Erica, light sexy conver- 
ation designed to warm heT up. Then he had spot- 
ed a pair of incredible legs, and as bis eyes had 
ravelled up to inspect the face of the owner of the 
egs he had realized — shit — it was Cleoll 

He abruptly stopped walking, but it was too 
ate, she had seen him also. He pulled his arm away 
rom Erica, and a man he recognized as the film 
etor Butch Kaufman entered the hotel and took his 


'ileo by the hand. 

“Jesus!” exclaimed Mike, 

whats the matter?” asked Erica. “Why are we 
topping?” 

While Mike tried to decide what to do, Cleo 
ook the matter into her own hands, and came walk- 
lg over with her escort 

, HelIo » Mike,” she said briefly. “Glad to see 
ou re making out O.K.” 

He opened his mouth to reply, but hand in 
and with Butch she was strolling off calm as you 
lease. Bitch!! He had flown all the way across the 
B antic for thU J 


"Who was that?” asked Erica. 
>st my wife,” said Mike bitterlv. 




Chapter 27 


ie desk clerk looked at Muffin suspiciously. 

“I’m waiting for Mr. Marty Pearl,” slie said 
:andly. 

“So are a lot of other girls ” lie said, scratching 
is head and peering goggle-eyed down her neck- 
ne. 

“Mr. Pearl has invited me. I’ll wait in the lobby, 
/hen he phones will you please let me know. My 
lame is Muffin.” 

“What?” 

“Muffin. M-U-F-F-I-N.” 

“You can t hang around in the lobby all night. 
Why don’t you go outside with the other girls?” 

“I am not a fan,” Muffin said crossly. “I am a 
personal friend. Kindly let me know when he tele- 
phones for me to come up.” She flounced off to a 
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seat where she could watch the desk, and let out a 
sigh of relief. 

It had not been easy. After the photographic 
session with Little Marty at the party she had wan- 
dered around cleverly avoiding Jon. There were lots 
of people there who knew who she was, and so she 
chatted to this group and that, until at last Jon had 
cornered her and said, “Come and be nice to Jack- 
son, chat him up, throw on the chann.JEfe could be 
just what we are looking for in America. 

“No!” Muffin had snapped. Tm sick of being 
nice to people. I’m sick of you with your deals. And 
your lies.” 

“Come on. Muff,” Jon had pleaded, “this could 
be very important.” 

"Don’t care. Leave me alone.” 

"You’re being stupid.” 

“If I want to be stupid, I shall be stupid, and 
you can get stuffed.” 

They had glared at each other, and Jon had 
marched off back to Jackson, and Muffin had 
marched off to the front of the hotel and got herself 
a taxi. 

Tomorrow she could make up with Jon if she 
felt like it. And if he had a good explanation for 
Jane’s phone call. Tonight she planned to do some- 
thing she wanted to do for a change. 

The desk clerk was beckoning her over. “Suite 
404,” he said, “fourth floor.” 

“Thank you. I told you he was expecting me.” 
She made her way over to the elevator. She had 
butterflies in her stomach. Ridiculous really! She 
could not remember the last time she had been 
nervous. 

Little Mart)' was waiting for her at the door to 
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"ids suite. He had on s. short w mm vo welling oatn- 
robe and nothing else. “Qu ickT he whisked her in- 
side, slammed the doom snd locked it. '-then he 
grabbed her and g are her a long and inexpert kiss. 

“You make me shicevr she exclaimed. 


“You re really sexy!” he replied. Gome on in 
the bedroom and see my records." 

They ran in the bedroom, holding hands, gig- 
's gling. Laid out on the bed vras an array of record 
albums all featuring Little Marty on the cover. 

“I’ve made ten albums,” Little Marty claimed 
proudly, "two of them golds.” 

"Fabulous. Shall l take my clothes oft?” 

Little Marty watched in fascination as Muffin 
shed first boots, then trousers, then top. 

“You’re so pretty,” he said, reaching for her 
perky upright breasts. 

She undid die belt on his bathrobe. “You’ve got 
a smashing John Thomas!” she exclaimed. 

“John Thomas?” 

‘Ton know — your what not!” 

“Oh. Gee, thanks. Shall I put a record on?” 

“Yes. Terrific ” 


Little Marty put on Teenage High, and Muffin 
squealed with delight. 

Shall we do it?” Marty inquired. 

Why not?” said Muffin, and she lay on the bed 
and parted her legs expectantly. 

Carefully Marty climbed aboard. Verbally Muf- 
fin encouraged him. 

He came quickly, but then so did Muffin. So 
; my put Teenage H igh back on, and started again. 

Within an hour they had repeated the perfor- 
mance four times, and Muffin gasped, “You are su- 
perman! You are wonderful! I love you!” 
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And Little Marty said, remembering bis previ- 
ous sexual experience)' with three dismal bookers, “I 
think we should ge* married.” 

"Yes.” said Muffin the idea appealing to her. 
“I think we should. Let’s play sixty-nine and discuss 
it!” 
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Chapter 28 


Not being an avid drinker Cleo decided that the 
time had come to get very very drunk. For someone 
whose entire alcoholic intake was limited to small 
glasses of white wine, she switched with a ven- 
geance to double scotches. 

Lets go back to my place and get very very 
stoned instead,” Butch suggested. 

• g°°d and drunk,” Cleo in- 

sis ed. I am celebrating the end of my marriage, I 
want to do it with a bang ” 6 

‘That's just what I had in mind.” 

Sex maniac!” 


Pppr1 The L Sta ? ed the evenin g at the Little Marty 
ham 1 there was a dnaks party in Ful- 

bumnp.fi • ? 5^ party in Ma y fair where they 
° Ram0> and he and two girls joined 
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By this time Cleo was well gone. The double 
scotches had moved on to champagne, and then 
brandy, and now, somehow, they were all back in 
Ramos hotel suite, and someone was popping ammis 
under her nose, and she was trying to tell them that 
she hated the smell — just hated it 

Where the hell was Butch? Someone was trying 
to peel her out of her Chloe dress, and she finally 
realized it was Ramo, and somewhat unsteady she 
got to her feet, and insisted that she was taken 
home. 

“But darling,” explained Ramo, "Butch is in the 
bedroom with the girls, and so it is only you and me, 
and I want to make fantastic extraordinary love to 
you.” 

“No ” Cleo shook her head, everything took off 
in different directions, and she felt filled with nau- 
sea. “I’m going home.” 

She wished that she had a home to go to. But 
the apartment in New York was no longer home, 
and until she got things sorted out it would have to 
be hotels. 

She managed to make her way unsteadily 
downstairs, ana was surprised to see it was almost 
light out. Christl She had an eleven am appointment 
with English actor Daniel Onel; she was going to be 
in great shape for that She got a taxi, and concen- 
trated on not throwing up. Outside the Connaught 
Mike paced up and down, white-faced and furious. 

Its 5 am! he accused. "Where the hell have you 
been? 

One thing Mike bad never been short of and 
that was bails. He was accusing her. 

She paid the cab, and tried to ignore her soon- 
to-be ex-husband who was practically hopping up 
and down in fury, 
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“Well?” lie demanded. 

She squinted at him. “Something about you 
missing ... Ah, I know. Shouldn’t you have a blond 
draped around you? Doesn’t look right, Mike, no 
blond” 

“Are you drunk?” 

“And tired. And Fm going to bed.” She walked 
into the hotel and he followed her. “Go away,” she 
said. 

“I would like to talk.” 

“Go away and talk then, Fm not stopping you. 
Fm not stopping you doing anything, 

“Gleo, baby . . 

Anger struck. The lying, conniving, unfaithful 
shit “Mike, baby ... do me a favor and fuck off 1” 

She marched into the elevator, made it to her 
room, and promptly threw up. 

So much for getting drunk. 

The initial impact had been of the “fuck you” 
variety. 

Caught with his pants down — figuratively 
speaking that is— it had taken Mike at least an hour 
to be fully outraged. 

Who was that?” Erica had asked, and when 
; Mike had replied, “just my wife,” he was suffering 
strong pangs of embarrassment at having been 
j caught yet again. 

** Anally occurred to him that what the hell was 
( Gleo doing hand in hand with a souped-up super 
stud like Butch Kaufman? 

\t % diat time he and Erica were sitting in the 

very same restaurant he had lunched in the previous 

ff s hc was making conversations with various 

:> near by tables who all seemed to be friends 

- ot hers. 


*1 wonder” said Mike, “if you’d excuse me?” 

“Sure,” said Erica, imagining he was off to the 
men’s room. 

He left the table, found a waiter, settled the 
bill, and left He had no pangs of regret about Erica. 
She would be all right, she was surrounded by 
friends. 

He taxied back to the Little Marty Pearl party, 
but it was sadly depleted. All that remained were a 
few drunken journalists getting a free skinful. 

He wandered around the hotel’s public rooms, 
but could find no trace of Cleo, so he taxied over to 
her hotel, and found that yes indeed she had 
checked back in that very afternoon, but at the 
moment she was out 

He then spent an exciting evening waiting in 
the bar until it closed. Waiting in the lobby until at 
2 am they politely asked him to leave. Waiting in 
the street until at approximately five minutes past 
five Cleo came wafting up in a tnxi. Drunk. Sarcas- 
tic. Rude. 

Now she had very nicely — oh yes, really styl- 
ishly, told him to fuck off. Language Cleo never 
used unless really pushed. Of course she was drunk, 
but what excuse was that when he had been waiting 
all night long. 

Now she had vanished, gone to her room with* 

even a goodnight. In the mood she was in he 
did not feel inclined to follow her. She was not in a 
orgiving mood. She was not in the right frame of 
mind for explanations. 

Susan. Susan who? Oh her , well that was notib- 
mg, just a little slip, I felt sorry for her. It didn’t 
mean anything. 

Come back, Cleo. You looked sensational to- 
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night. I saw your legs — Christ but I get herd just 
thinking about you. 

Back at his own hotel Mike restlessly paced the 
room. He would get a few hours sleep and go back 
to her. Maybe he would take her a present she liked 
presents. Then, quietly, after she had forgiven him , 
he would find out what the hell she had been doing 
with Butch Kaufman until five in the morning. 

C 
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Chapter 29 

Somehow Jon found himself out id dinner with 
Laurie, Erica, and Jackson. Not die most ideal of 
situations. Not a scene that was going to drive Muf- 
fin mad with joy. Anyway it was her fault She was 
the one that had run off like a bad-tempered teen- 
ager. 

They sat in Sen Lorenzo, the four of them. Very 
cosy. Jackson had taken a strong fancy to Laurie, 
and he was engaging her in a secret whispered 
conversation which was producing much giggling 
on her part, and much groping on his. 

Erica sat straightbacked and aloof, the original 
long cool blond. They had found her already there, 
unconcernedly tucking into a plate full of lasagne. 

_ “Mike James did a vanishing trick,” she ex- 
plained, "but I stayed because I am absoluielv 
starving” 
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Sen Lorenzo always had a scattering of spies 
for various gossip columns, and Jon knew that the 
next day there would be some snide mention of the 
fact that he was out with another girL Not Muffin. 
Where was Muffin? Home in bed with an attack of 
the sulks no doubt He would placate her later. 
Right now it was be nice to Jackson time. He was a 
key connection, a good guy to get in with. 

"Where’s Muff Muff?” Erica finally inquired, 
having finished the entire plate of lasagne. 

"I don’t know where you put it,” said Jon, shak- 
ing his head in amazement. 

“Oh yes you dol Or have you got a short memo- 
ry?” 

Christ! He could never forget his scene with 
Erica. She was stark raving mad when it came to 
sex. A true raver. He would never forget that one 
blazing moment when she had clicked those perfect 
white teeth hard down on his cock, and he had 
thought— oh nol She’s going to bite it off. I know 
she’s going to bite it off. Wrenching free had left 
him with some nasty scars, and a firm belief that you 
left the long cool blonds well alone. Of course that 
had been before Muffin. 

He was glad that Jackson had not chosen Erica, 
although according to Muffin, Laurie had some wild 
sexual habits. Nothing violent though. Jon had dis- 
covered that Muffin and her girlfriends spent hours 
discussing their various sex fives. No details were 
spared. Who did what to whom. How big was it. 
Was a guy a good performer. Did he go down. 
Muffin seemed to know intimate details about every 
male in town. Second-hand details of course. Talk 
about equality. Muffin and her group could destroy 
any guy with one sarcastic chorus of — “Small! 1” 
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“I asked where Muffin had goner Erica said 
sweetlv. 

“She was tired,” Jon explained. “It was a long 

tough day, so I sent her home.” 

"Was she upset about that Anthony Private ar- 
ticle?” 

“Erica, would you be upset if you were the 
subject of a lead interview in a major daily newspa- 
per? All due respect, my old sweet, you’re a lovely 
model, but how often is your name mentioned next 
to your picture?” 

‘1 don’t need personal publicity. I never stop 
working.” 

“OX Great But Muffin’s going to be more than 
just another model. Much much more ” 

“You little Svengali you! You always were a 
terrific grafter. I believe you can do it, too. 

“I can do it” 

Erica tapped long fingernails on the table. 
“How about coming back to my place for coffee?” 

“No, love.” 

"Home to your investment?” 

“Nope. Just home to my girl.” 

Erica shrugged. “In that case I know you’ll 
: excuse me if I take off and join some friends over 
there. She stood up and smiled faintly. “When you 
c change your mind, Jon, give me a buzz. Ill always 
have a soft spot for you — know what I mean?” 

Jackson and Laurie were still giggling and 
whispering. Jon could hardly see the evening culmi- 
nating in a big business discussion, so he tapped 
'■ Jackson P n the shoulder and arranged to meet with 
f: him the following day. 

Jackson winked lewdly. “Thanks pally, tomor- 
row well sort some things out” * 7 
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Jon nodded. Already lie had decided what he 
wanted out of the American. He wanted know-all, 
and technique, and introductions to the people that 
mattered. After they had finished the Schumann 
Calendar photographs, America was the place to be. 
In America Muffin would become world famous, 
and Jon — with a little help from his friends — would 
be right there with her. He would offer Jackson a 
piece of Muffin — a small per cent — well maybe a 
medium per cent. Jackson did not look like the sort 
of guy that would do something for nothing. 

In America Jon felt he would finally be able to 
get away from Jane. What a relief not to have to 
listen to that whiney nagging voice complaining 
about how terrible her life was. Of course he would 
miss his kids, but they could come over for visits. By 
that time he would be able to afford a nanny to 
bring them over. It would be great. A house with a 
pool. Several cars. Servants. Lots of parties. 

Jon smiled to himself. Life was going to be 
really good. He planted a kiss on Laurie's cheek. 
"Be good to my friend,” he instructed. 

Laurie rolled her eyes. “You betcha ass, baby 
face!” she said with a laugh. 

Well, it looked like Jackson was all set there. 
Jon hoped the American would remember who to 
thank. 

He spotted Erica sitting with some friends and 
he threw her a cursory wave. He was quite flattered 
that she kept on propositioning him, but truthfully 
he just didn t fancy her any more. Home to Muffin. 
Pretty, cute, lovable, dumb. Muffin. Well no, she 
wasn t really dumb, that wasn’t fair, she was just a 
bit childlike in her attitude toward life, and that 
was nice. 

At twenty-six Jon was cynical toward wome r 
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He had been screwing them since he was fourteen, 
and he had been through a lot. When he was mar- 
ried to Jane he had just been starting out on his own 
as a photographer, and it hadn’t been easy. He soon 
found out it could be a lot easier. Mabel Curson wa§. 
the middle-aged editor of a woman’s magazine, and 
she was only too happy to put lots of work his way, 
and in return she wanted screwing at least once a 
week. In the fashion industry Jon found there were 
plenty of Mabel Cursons. 

You could say he had slept his way up the 
ladder of success. Until Muffin. Muffin had been his 
passport to better things, and together they were 
making it work. It hadn’t been necessary to service 
Mable Curson in two years. 

Jon let himself into the Holland Park flat quiet- 
ly. Let Muffin sleep on her grievances, she would 
feel better in the morning. He greeted Scruff, and 
gave him a saucer of milk. Then he took his clothes 
off in the bathroom and made his way stealthily to 
bed. jj 

It wasn’t until he reached out to touch Muffin 
that he realized she wasn’t there. 




Chapter 30 


The phone woke Geo early. She squinted at the 
clock and realized with panic that it was ten after 
ten. It had failed to sound its alarm bell at nine 
o’clock, or maybe she just hadn't heard it Anyway, 
she felt terrible. An American operator was telling 
her to hang on, and she was parched with thirst, an 

had a raging headache. . 

*1 can’ t hang on all day! she snappe angr y 
down the phone, and when there was no re ^P 0 ^^ 
she slammed it down, got up, felt v ™J s< r 
herself into the bathroom and under a oo s ' 
Her head cleared slightly and {ragmen 

previous evening came floating back. , r>,, f ' 

Oh Christ! Eamo-Mked and ^ homy . W 
with two girls. Mike — or was that all a 

No time to wonder now. Eleven odock a 
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I 


Daniel Onel lived in a small mews house in 
Belgravia. The front door was opened by a blond 
Danish au pair who smiled vacantly and ushered 
Cleo into an untidy living-room. “He won t be long,” 
the au pair said in a thick accent “You want the 

coffee?” „ 

Cleo nodded. “Black. No sugar. 

The au pair slouched off and Cleo took stock of 
her surroundings. A large room, very modem, with 
black leather chairs and couch, and chrome and 
glass tables. 

Daniel Onel had obviously been entertaining 
the previous evening, for the ashtrays were all full, 
and dirty glasses abounded. Record albums were 
littered across the floor, and a vase of roses had been 


knocked over and lay in a damp mass on the carpet. 

‘Why do you want to include Daniel Onel?” 
Russell had questioned when she had given him her 
list for “Who’s Afraid of the Big Bad Wolf ” 

“Because he’s a very talented man, and women 
find him attractive. A guy doesn’t have to look like 
Bobby the Beach Boy to be a stud.” 

O.fC,” Russell had agreed, “just asking.” 

But why had she decided on Daniel Onel? 
Because she wanted to meet h im. Because he 
was her favorite actor. Because even though he was 

nr skor ^ wore glasses, and was nearing 
fifty he had a charismatic personality that ap- 
pealed to women. r 


Cleo wished that she felt better. She wished 
that she could have stayed in bed all morning. 
Sometimes she almost wished she was like her 
mother and had never worked a day in her life. 

anv ma ^ ge t0 Mike there tad never been 

y question of her not working. Mike had always 
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“I must warn you,” he said abruptly, “I do not 
want to discuss any of my wives except maybe the 
first one, and I do not have one solitary word to say 
on my last divorce. It was a terrible mistake — mind- 
blowing ...” He lapsed into silence, and then bent 
suddenly to pick up the fallen roses and stuff them 
back in the vase. 

The au pair came in with the coffee. 

“Ah, Heidi,” greeted Daniel, “have you met 
Cleo James?” 

“We sort of see each other ” said the au pair. 

“Princess Heidi Walmerstein, may I present 
Cleo James,” Daniel gave a mock little bow, “Here 
is a girl you could write about, poor little impover- 
ished princess, arrived here with just the clothes she 
stood up in, and a few phone numbers of course, 
mine was one of them.” 

Cleo sensed sudden tension. 

Heidi said, “Daniel, I go out now.” 

“Good,” he' said expansively, “spend a little 
more of my money, have some of the f un you say 
you re not getting with me” 

‘Oh Daniel!” exclaimed Heidi. “Do not always 
be to joking.” 

t ^0° not always be to joking ” mimicked Daniel. 
t Youve been here six bloody months. Can’t you get 

your English straight?” 

Heidi scowled. “I go now. Back in the later.” 
Christ! exclaimed Daniel, as he watched the 
small blond girl depart “I don’t know how I stand 
ner. Shes too young, too dumb, and can’t even 
master the queen s English.” 

JShe’s very pretty.” . 

“Quite pretty,” amended DanieL 
i thought she was your au pair.” 



Daniel roared with laughter. “You are forgiven 
for thinking that Come to thinlc of it she has got 
that fresh from Hendon look. But she is a Princess— 
I’ve met the family.” 

“How nice for you,” murmured Cleo, and 
sipped at her coffee. It was unbearably strong. 
“Ughf she exclaimed. 

“Tastes awful does it? Come in the kitchen and 
well make some more. Coffee is not one of Heidi s 
strong points, especially when it’s for another wom- 
an. She nearly poisoned one of my ex-wives!” 

The kitchen was in a worse disarray than the 
living-room. 

“This place looks like a shithouse,” announced 
DanieL 

“Don't you have a maid?” 

“She comes and she goes. Right now she’s gone 
as you can see.” 

“There's places you can phone and they send 
up out-of-work actors and people like that.” 

‘listen, love, if I had an out-of-work actor here 
do you think he’d be mucking around with a Hoover 
y ■ he bloody wouldn't — he'd be giving me an 
audition, wouldn't he?” 

The phone rang, and Cleo was treated to a 
one-sided conversation — Daniel’s side. 

“She’s driving me batty.” Pause. “Well, of 
course I ve told her Pause “She doesn’t even speak 
it let alone understand it!” Pause “I know I know. I 
must. Pause “Yes it is, it’s the bloodv same every 
time. If I wanted to be treated like that I could find 
a bird in Soho couldn’t I?” Pause “All right, old 
matey, maybe later." Daniel hung up. “I am going 
to tell little Miss Walmerstein to pack up her bags 
and get out.” 
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“Look,” said Cleo earnestly, “would you like me 
to come back later?” 

“No, certainly not. I told you it would be bor- 
ing. It will be just as boring later ” 

Cleo made the coffee; this time it was drink- 
able. Daniel produced a packet of digestive biscuits 
and they went back into the living-room. 

“Tell me about Senator Ashton ” 

“You read all there was to tell ” Cleo was really 
pleased that he had seen the piece she had done on 
the Senator. It was one of the best things she had 
ever done. A week in Washington following him 
around. Six hours of taped interviews — at was un- 
heard of for him to give that kind of time to a 
journalist. Russell had said that the circulation of 
the magazine soared the week it appeared. Mike 
had been really proud, and a television producer 
had offered her an audition any time she liked for 
her own interview show. 

“Are you married?” Daniel asked. 

“Yes I am.” 

“Happily?” 

T m supposed to be interviewing you.” 

Daniel threw wide his arms, “Interview me. Ask 
me what you like. Only don’t ask me the usual 
bloody stupid questions.” 

jjj. y 1 *? dont you just talk. About anything you 


D aa reiatii 
never have done.” 

‘What do you want out of life?” 

about™!*? a beauti£ ? ^ eat M who only c 
me. A woman who is prepared to put me 
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A faithful woman. An unpossessive woman. A moth- 
er figure. A great lay. A fantastic cook. A lady with a 
sense of humor. Do you think she exists?” 

“If she does I want die male equivalent!” 

Daniel laughed. “Problems too?” he inquired. 

"Who hasn't,” sighed Cleo. 

Daniel screwed up his face in a grimace of 
disgust “Life would be so bloody simple if we 
didn’t have to live it with other people.” 

“Is that another way of saying Garbo’s immortal 
line — I want to be alone?” 


“Perceptive little thing, aren’t you?” 

CHeo blushed. Little thing indeed! She was five- 
foot-six inches tall and twenty-nine years old. Dan- 
iel Onel made her feel about fourteen. "Why do you 
stay with Heidi if it's not the relationship you 
want?” Cleo ventured. 

Daniel shrugged helplessly. “Habit Loneliness. 
Have you any idea what it's like coming back to an 
empty house at night?” 

JBut surely you have plenty of friends?"’ 

“Acquaintances,” Daniel corrected. “Fair 
weather friends who are only too happy to spend 
time with you if your last movie was a big success.” 

"You must have close friends.” 


“Have you?” 

Cleo thought of Dominique and Russell and 
Susan. I think I know what you mean,” she admit- 
ted. 


^ have ? ot a ^ ew dose mates. People I have 
known from the beginning. But they have their own 
Kvestolead. Their own families . . he trailed off. 

what about your children? You must be dose 
:o them. 


As they grow up they grow away in their own 
nrecfaons. I see Dick occasionally, he’s eighteen 
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now— ihe’s got his own thing to do. Listen, low, Lm 
on my own, that’s it. I’m forty-nine years old and 
I’ve fucked up my personal life and now I’m stuck 
with some little Danish raver whom I certainly do 
not love. No, I don’t love her, but it’s good for the 
old public image— know what I mean?” 

Cleo nodded. “I suppose so, but it seems such a 
waste. I mean, somewhere there is the right lady.” 

‘Do you want to find her for me?” 

Why did he make her feel so nervous . “I’m sure 
she’s somewhere . . .” 

Daniel smiled cynically. “Sure.” 

“Your sneaker s undone.” 

He bent to tie it His hair was ever so slightly 
thinning. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered. He 
was the most attractive man she had ever met He 
adn’t even noticed that she was a woman. To Mm 
he was a notebook, pencil and tape recorder. 

Cleo cleared her throat “Let’s talk about your 
ast movie ” she suggested. “Is it true that you sent 
he producer a telegram saying that you would nev- 
ir work with him again?” 

Daniel laughed. “Do birds fly?” 




Chapter 31 


Frantically little Marty shook Muffin. ‘'Wake up” 
lie implored, “my Ma is at the door and if she sees 
yon-— like powll” 

Slowly Muffin opened her eyes. Sleepily she 
looked around. Where was she? Oh yes. “Hi Marty” 
she said, snuggling further under the covers. She 
had been having this fantastic dream all about 
sandy beaches and photographs of her all dressed 
up in furs on the cover of Vogue . She wondered if 
Jon could arrange something like that— he was a 
very good arranger. Why did she always have to he 
naked with lots of tit ana bum showing? 

“Get up!” Marty hissed desperately. “Well 
have Jo hide you, it will only be for a few minu tes .” 

‘Ohl” exclaimed Muffin crossly. “I’m so warm 
and comfortable.” 

In the distance, loud banging on the door could 
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be beard, and Mrs. Emma Pearl’s piercing voice de- 
manding to be let in. 

“Come onl” Marty bundled Her out of bed. in 
the bathroom, lock the door and don’t open it unless 
I say to.” 

“But I’m cold.” 

“There are lots of towels in there. Phase, babe, 
just for me.” 

“O.K.” She was still half asleep, and yawning. 
She allowed herself to be pushed into the bathroom. 

Marty raced to the door of the suite. He opened 
it. Mrs, Emma Pearl came bursting in looking suspi- 
ciously around. 

“Who’s here?” she demanded. 

“No one’s here,” protested Marty. 

“Why did it take you so long to open the door?” 

“I was asleep. Gee, mom, it’s only eight o’clock, 
why d’ya wake me up so early?” 

She peered through the door into the bedroom, 
and satisfied that it was empty, she collapsed sadly 
on to the couch. 

“As if you don’t know," she shook her head, 
“they are sending me back to America. A mother is 
bad for your image.” Her voice rose to a plaintive 
shriek. "Since when has a mother been bad for any- 
one’s imagel" 

Yeah, mom.” Marty studied the floor. “I have 
to go along with what they say — you know that.” 

And who will look after you? Who will see 
that you eat properly? Get enough sleep? Wrap up 
warm after a show?" 


"Gee ma, Jackson will take care of all that 
crap.” 

Already you are using foul language and 3 
haven t even gone yet. What about sirls?” 

"What girls?” 
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“Any girls. Just stay away from them, all of 
to.” Mysteriously she added, “There are diseases 
so terrible that I would not even mention them. 

‘ t Yeah,ma/’ 

Briskly she stood. “You are a good boy, Marty, 
in my heart I know that I^have to go now, but 
remember all that I have said. 

“Yeah, ma 

She hugged him. “Think of your mother, and 
don’t forget to brush your teeth three times a day. 
Teeth are very important to you. Do not eat candy. 
Remember to keep your eyes up in photographs." 

“Goodbye, ma.” 

Tears were streaming down her cheeks, “Good- 
bye, son. It will only be a short parting ” 

Marty shut the door on her. Oh Godl Freedom 
at lastl Freedom to swear, eat candy, stay awake all 
night, and most important of all — girlsll Well — girl. 
Muffin. Sweet Adorable. Gorgeous. Sexy Muffinl 

Marty rushed to the bathroom and hammered 
on the door. “All clear,” he yelled, ‘let me in.” 

Muffin had curled up on the bath mat and gone 
back to sleep. 

> “Let me in,” pleaded Marty, “croon, honey, 
she’s gone.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t keep waking me up,” 
Muffin mumbled, getting up and unlocking the 
door. . J 

Marty pounced on her. “Gottcha!” 

Mike woke late, swore, and called Cleo’s hotel, 
but he had just missed her. 

He shaved and dressed and brooded. He wasn’t 

u P ? y tlle wa Y tldn § s developed. Not at 
Z In , tae P^t when he and Cleo had a falling out, 
tiiey had sat down and discussed it, talked it out. 



Always they would come to some mutually accept- 
able agreement Cleo was by no means stupid, she 
was sharp and intelligent and what the hell were all 
these bullshit games she was playing? 

O.K., he had fucked around. O.K. he was ready 
to take his punishment 

There was a knocking at his door, and for one 
bright moment he thought it might be Cleo, but on 
opening it he found it was Jackson. 

“Congratulate me!” Jackson boasted. “Momma 
is at this very moment aboard a big beautiful jet 
bound for New York. I saw her on the plane per- 
sonally” 

“Very good,” said Mike. 

“And get a load of our coverage — not bad 
huh?” Jackson flung a pile of newspapers on the 
table, and a large picture of Little Marty with Muf- 
fin at the previous evening’ s party was on most of 
the front pages. “That little broad certainly helped 
things along,” continued Jackson. “Looks good with 
our boy doesn’t she?” 

'Yes,” agreed Mike. He really couldn’t give a 

shit. 

JHad a great piece last night,” confided Jack- 
S0 J 1 - H°t English ass cannot be beaten — especially 
when it s laced with a little bit of Jamaica.” 

How s the bookings on the concert?” Mike in- 
quired abruptly. The last thing he wanted to hear 
about were Jackson’s sexual adventures. 

Going great, should be a sell-out by this after- 
noon. 

‘'What’s Marty doing today?” 

"I said he could sleep late, then it’s lunch with 
some guy who s gonna do a full-page interview* in 
one of the nationals. Then more publicity. Photos in 
tire park, a couple of interviews for the music pa- 
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pers, then over and out for the concert. I’m gonna 
cet him up now. You wanna come along to tne 

lunch?” , „ 

"You re kidding arentyouf . 

Jackson ambled off, and Mike finished dressing. 
His plans were set. Off to Cleos hotel and wait for 
her, and this time things were going to get set 
straight No more hanging around. He must have 
been mad to let her get away with sending him 
away. Fuck that type of treatment No, this time it 
was all going to be different. 

Humming to himself, Jackson knocked on the 
door of Little Marty’s suite. He was pleased with 
himself. Pleased with getting rid of the mother. 
Pleased with the publicity coverage. Pleased with 
his evening of fun with the inventive Laurie — 
although he was a bit pissed off that Jon Clapton 
hadn’t warned him the girl would expect to get 
paid. 

"Can’t you do it for love?” he had asked her. 

"Fuck love!” Laurie had drawled laconically. "I 
don’t get no money — you don’t get no honey.” 

So he had paid her, laid her, and it had been 
worth it 

Marty came to the door and inched it open. 
Jackson attempted to enter, but Marty blocked him. 

Hey, kid, the coast is clear. Mommy’s gone 

' 1 know, said Marty. "She came to say good- 

bye. Look — can yon come back later?” 

“Laterr Jackson consulted bis watch in some 
surprise. Listen, lad, it’s past twelve, we have an 
appointment at one, and by the time you dress and 
we make it to the car., . 

Hi meet you in the lobby at ten of one.” 
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Puzzled, Jackson stood bis ground. "Don’t you 
want to see the papers? You made every one ” 

Marty took the papers and started to shut the 
door. 

"Hey, kid. What is goin’ on? You got a little 
teeny hopper stashed under the bed in there?” 

Marty reddened. 

“Look, kid,” Jackson spoke in a kindly tone, 
“flush her out and let’s get it together huh? We got 
work to do. Let me arrange your sex life in future 
and then we get no morning stragglers. You point 
one out — hey, Jackson baby, I want the redhead— 
and I'll do the rest. That’s what. I’m here for, to look 
after you.” 

‘Til see you in the lobby,” Marty muttered 

"O.K. If that’s what you want. Wear the pale 
beige buckskin and don’t be late. Oh and Marty, 
weT let it go this morning, but in future all ar- 
rangements are down to me. We don’t want momma 
back, do we?” 
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A day spent with Daniel Onel was exhausting 
pecially — Cleo decided— if you had a man- 
hangover and were also suffering from lacs or £_ 
She wished that she had spent more time cm 
make-up and choice of clothes, 

She would have liked to have looked cm 
for Daniel. He was a complex, talented pe-scm 
she felt attracted to him, sorry for him, arc smm 
ly in sympathy with him. It seemed to her tear 
was a man who didn’t quite know wear he ^ r “ 
and yet was stretching out in ah ejmemm ~ 
coming up with all the wrong sclecccc 

Their meeting finally broke tm dm ~=r~: 
turned in the late afternoon warn a mrer rf 
friends. 


Daniel made a fees. 
United Nations,” h= 


brings borne fellow Danes or the lower echelons of 

the Sunless-wonder set A real fun group. 

Cleo smiled. ‘1 only planned to stay an bom 
and I’ve been here all day. I’ve got lots of good 
stuff,” she hesitated. "If you like HI give you a ring 
when Tve written it, and you can see it „ 

Daniel nodded. "That would be great Do that 
He took her hand and held it tightlv. Tve resdty 
enjoyed our talk. I hope I didnt bore you too 

much.” 

“You didn’t bore me at all.” 

He still held her hand and she didn t attempt to 

pUU ‘T>S*el” Heidi said petulantly, "where do you 
be keeping the champagne?’ 

"Well . . said DanieL 
“Well . . .” replied Cleo. 

They smiled at each other, and he squeezed her 
hand before she extracted it. “I’ll phone you, she 
promised. 

v “HI look forward to it,” he replied. 


Of course I won’t phone him, Cleo thought hi 
the taxi on the way back to the hotel. I must have 
been mad to suggest it. Any fool knew that if you 
showed an actor what you had written about biin 
before publication he would want the whole thing 
changed. Egos were delicate, and constantly sur- 
prised at what other people thought of them. 

As she was paying the taxi outside the hotel, 
somebody grabbed her from behind, covering her 
eyes with their hands. 

For one blind moment of panic she thought she 
was being mugged, and then a high girlish voice 
was shrieking — "You’re never gonna guess who this 

isir 




Cleo smiled. Ginny Sandler really was outra- 
geous. But she was a true original. "How did you 
and Richard West get together?” 

‘"You introduced us, at that party for his book— 
remember? I guess we |ust sort of hit it off. I lured 
him back to my apartment, plied him with grass— 
his first time can you believe? Forty-six years old 
and a pot virgin. It was some thrill turning him on. I 
felt like a dirty old lady showing him my etchings! 
Anyway it all started that night, and here we are! 
He's doing some book promotion things, and as I 
said'Fm here to grab Ramo Kaliff e on a deal.” 

"Knowing you,” said Cleo laughingly, “that's 
not the only place you’ll be grabbing Ramo Kaliffe.” 

"Cleo!” exclaimed Ginny in a hurt baby girl 
voice. “I told you I’m in love. I am even being 
faithful for the first time in my lifel” 

“I don’t believe it!” 

“It’s true! Honestly!" 

They arrived in Cleo’s room, and as usual the 
, switchboard had a varied assortment of messages for 
"her. Mike had called three times. 

Ginny was prattling on about New York, and 
her new grand affair, and the fact that she absolute- 
ly refused to talk to that Susan. 

Cleo was only half listening. She really wanted 
to be alone. She fancied getting into bed with a 
good book to take her mind off everything. A full 
night’s sleep was what she needed. Then in the 
morning perhaps her mind would be clear enough to 
think about Mike. 

What was she going to do about Mike? 

What did she want to do about Mike? 

It was a difficult and painful decision, and one 
that would affect her whole future. Did she want to 


202 



spend die rest o£ her life with a man that lied and 
cheated? Or did she want a chance to go it alone? 

She just didn’t know. 

“Anyway,” Ginny was saying, “I want you to 
have dinner with us tonight, yknow you can sort of 
slip Bichard little items about what a marvellous 
girl I am and how kind and sweet and all that shit. 
He digs me, but like I want him to freak— yTnow?” 

“I’m sorry, I can’t, Ginny. Maybe tomorrow, 
how would that be?” 

“Great. Just great. Perhaps Fll try to fix you 
up with Ramo Kaliffe, how would that grab you?” 

“Not at all. I have already met him; inter- 
viewed him, seen him in his full frontal glory, and 
that is enough thank you.” 

Ginny laughed. “You’re such a kidderl” 

Cleo smiled. If Ginny only knewl But she 
wasn’t about to confide in her about Ramo and 
Butch. Confiding in Ginny would be like taking out 
a full page ad in Variety! 

There was a knock at the door. 

“Ah — the drinks,” said Cleo. She opened the 
door and there stood Mike. 


They stared silently at each other, and then 
Mike grinned and held out his arms and said, “Hel- 
lo, baby!” 

Cleo stepped back, avoiding his outstretched 
arms. He followed her into the room, coming to a 
stop when he spotted Ginny, 

^Michaell” exclaimed Ginny. “Good to see you.” 

“I didn’t know you were in town.” 

i ust S oes show you don’t know every- 
thing. I m part of the jet set you know.” She flut- 
tered her long false eyelashes at him. “You’re look- 
mg as gorgeous and homy as ever.” 
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Mike frowned. Cleo tapped her fingernails im- 
patiently on the wall. „ 

“I guess I’d better make a move, said Gmny 

reluctantly. • . . 

“No” Cleo was quick to reply. I have some 

more questions.” She turned coldly to Mike. Ginny 

and I are in the middle of some business.” 

Tve hung around all day waiting to see you, 
Mike pointed out 

“That’s not my fault I never said I was going to 
be here.” 

“I think we should talk.” 

“I don’t think we have anything to talk about” 
"Oh come on, Cleo. We have everything to talk 
about.” 

“Look, kids ” said Ginny, standing up, I think 
perhaps I should split . . 

"Yes,” agreed Mike. 

“No,” insisted Cleo. 

"Jesus!” exclaimed Mike, “when you want to be 
stubborn ...” 

v.\ “Stubborn? Tm just doing what I want to do. 
'v L -’t that the general pattern of our marriage?” 

“I would like to talk to you — alone. I really 
don’t think that’s too much to ask.” 


“Fine. Don’t just come barging in here like you 
own me. Make an appointment” 

“Who with? Your fucking secretary?” 

“If you’re going to be sarcastic I don’t think 
there is any point in us talking.” 

"You are not making this easy for me, Cleo.” 

"Oh I’m so sorry, what a shame.” 

“ni come back later when you are alone. I 
don’t think you’re being fair to Ginny, she doesn't 
want to be involved in our problems.” 

“ Tour problems.” 
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Til be back later ” 

“Don’t bother.” 

“Christ! You can behave like a spoilt bitch at 
times” 

“Fuck off, Mike.” 

Again. Yet again. Furious, Mike inarched out of 
the room. Who was this strange angry woman who 
kept on telling him to fuck off? It wasn’t the Cleo he 
knew. The calm beautiful woman he married. The 
lady with style. What had he done to conjure up a 
complete stranger? A person who was not even pre- 
pared to discuss things with him. All he had done 
was get caught in the act, and surely that wasn’t a 
crime? 

He went to the bar. He would wait an hour, 
give her time to calm down, get rid of Ginny. Then 
he would go back, and tins time she would be 
reasonable, and they would talk, and everything 
would be OX 

“Have you ever been to bed with Mike?” Cleo 
inquired casually as soon as he had gone. 

“Huh?” stammered Ginny. 

“It’s a straight enough question. Have you?” 

Ginny reddened. “Cleo, I’m your friend. How 
could you ask such a thing?” 

Tasy. We both know you’re not the vestal vir- 
gin type. You like guys, you like screwing. Mike’s 
very attractive, I wouldn’t blame you. Let’s be open 
with each other. I won’t be mad.” 

I just dont know why you’re asking me a 

question like that.” 

"Perhaps because I thought it might be fun if 
you gaverne a truthful answer.” She paused. Mike 
had called her a bitch-OX, she would behave like 



"You do know. — , t a little 

u I think yon anything— mean I 
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said desperately. "He’s mad about you — everyone 
knows that” 

“Oh great. Everyone knows that and everyone 
knows he likes to fuck around. Beautiful!” 

“You know how it is. Some guys can never get 
enough ...” 

“You’re making Mike sound like a male verison 
of you.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with that!” Ginny said 
defensively. “I am not ashamed of the fact that I 
enjoy sex.” 

“Goodnight Ginny.” 

“Look, don’t be mad at me, I didn’t do any- 
thing.” 

“No, you're just a great big bundle of cute blond 
fun, and why don’t I just give you a kiss and say 
thank you for humping my husband.” 

“Oh shit!” exclaimed Ginny. "Tm sorry if I have 
upset you.” 

Cleo stared directly at her. “You haven’t upset 
me. You just surprise me. In fact I’m surprised at 
Mikes taste” 


I am not staying around for the insults. If you 
want to throw insults remember those three black 
girls Mike put under contract at Hampton. Docr S all 
three of Jem, only Mike didn’t think so. And re- 
? ann y Mason, tacky sloppy Fanny, well 

wW?tnrf s ere - WaS a *** S* o£ &e cIa P *at Mike 
wasn t too anxious to bring home to you Oh. and of 
course you remember ” y u. un, and or 

bathrmm as c ^ ^ ste COuH intQ ^ 

SwS and c T lose <* the door on Ginny s diatribe 

Staff to ^ details 

^emes. It was enough that they existed. 

She sat on the floor and mused on the fact that 



this was flae second time in as many days that she 
had had to seek refuge in the bathroom. First Domi- 
nique. Now Ginny. 

Ginny yelled from outside the bathroom door — 
c Tm not surprised Mike had to fuck around. You’re 
so cool it must have frozen his prick every time you 
did it!” 

Oh it was good to have friends. Warm, honest, 
understanding individuals who were always around 
when you needed them. There was no one she could 
talk to. Not her mother. Not Dominique. Not Susan. 
Not Ginny. Not even Russell Male friends had about 
as much loyalty as female friends. 

In a fit of anger Cleo decided she would get on 
a plane, rush back to New York, and jump straight 
into bed with Russell. That would show Mike. That 
would be sweet revenge. But it was a childish 
thought, and one that Cleo soon dismissed. 

Instead she went to bed. A nights sleep was 
what she needed. She told the switchboard no calls. 
She locked her door. She took two sleeping pills, 
and before long she drifted into a deep and uneasy 
sleep. 



“You mean like nothing’ s happening?” 

“Right onl We haven’t seen each other since- the 
arty.” 

“I spent the night at a girlfriend’s.” 

“You’ve got it Now you have got to get to the 
jgister office and give notice. Isn’t this wild?” 

“Absolutely too much]” 

“You’ll soon be Mrs. PearL” 

“I don’t know if I can last tonight without you.” 

“Maybe you can get Jon to bring you to the 
oncert.” 

“I could watch you on the stage. I’d probably 
ret my knickers!” 

“Gee, you’re cute.” 

“Where the bloody hell do you think you’ve 
een?” demanded Jon. “I’ve been out of my head 
nth worry.” 

Muffin bent to greet Scruff who barked with 
xcitement. 

“Well?” insisted Jon. 

“Very well thank you,” replied Muffin perkily. 

“Cut that out,” said Jon in an enraged tone. 
I’ve even phoned the hospitals looking for you.” 

“I stayed with a girlfriend,” 

^Who?” 

“None of your business.” 

“Don’t be so childis h.” 

“Don’t be so nosey.” 

“I’m late for an assignment, and you were sup- 
posed to be at the wig place at eleven, you’d better 
phone them and get down there now. We’ll talk 
ibout this later, but I am here to tell you that Tm 
■eallypissedoff.” 

Muffin threw him a sulky stare. 

“Ill be back at five," Jon stated, “and we might 
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He could fb us a lot of good in America, look wha! 

he’s done for Marty Pearl. 

“Axe we going to the concerts' 

“I don’t know.” 

‘Td like to.” 

SS'fipte * ■ 

needmy buth cer^^ ^ ^ papers, dean I* so me 
to see you with your clothes on for a change. Dad 

S ^ “Have you got my birth certificate? 

“Yes, dear. Auntie Hildy says . . . 

Muffin took a cab out to Wimbledon, and J 
it waiting while she collected her birth certificat 
Then she went straight to her local register offi 
and save notice of an impending marriage. wi 
with excitement she kept the cab on to Harr 
where she went on a marvellous shoplifting spn 
Two pairs of tights. Blue-tinted sunspecs. A pair 

stretch knickers. . , 

For a grand finale she went in the record 
partment and pinched the latest Marty Pearl single. 
Triumphant, she then went home. 


“Tell me,” inquired Anthony Private, “how do 
you feel about the eleven- and twelve-year-old girl 5 
who become completely out of control at your coa 
certs?” 

Marty glanced nervously at Jackson. 

“We feel,” said Jackson expansively, “that the 
kids are having a good time, ylcnow — letting them- 
selves go.” 
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“Marty,” said Anthony Private pointedly, “how 

lo you feel about it? , 

“We feel,” Marty’s voice cracked, so he cleared 
bis throat and started again, “well— like we feel the 

kids are having a good time.” 

“Yes, but don’t you think that it could be dan- 
gerous? In fact it has been proved that it is^ danger- 
ous. One young girl was crushed to death . . 

“She wasn’t at one of Marty’s concerts,” Jackson 
pointed out quickly. 

“I know, but all the same . . .” 

“If he thought,” Jackson indicated Marty who 
was picking at a prawn cocktail, “that one little girl 
ran the risk of getting hurt, well he would just stop 
there and then. Give it all up.” 

“Would you, Marty?” 

“Sure I would.” 

Anthony Private pursed his lips and scribbled 
something in a notebook. “What about sex?” 

“What about sex?” boomed Jackson. 

“I thought it might be fun if Marty told me 
• about his first experience.” 

Jackson frowned. “This is a very religious boy. 
Very religious. He feels that he is too young to 
become seriously involved, in fact he doesn’t 
even date yeti Marty’s heart belongs to his 
fans.” 


. “Are you saying that he’s a virgin?” Anthony 
Private raised incredulous eyebrows. 

' & ere anything wrong with that?” demand- 

ed Jackson. 

“No, not at all.” 


Marty pushed his shrimp cocktail away. He 
forlhts eyes. i “ agB ° £ Mufib dan “ d 
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^ told her about «T asked Mike teed, 
lously. 

“Yes. Didnt you' she sussed you 

“No, you sdly er aid have any 

out, and o£ course you tell. 

bl ^ut a nice cunt, right? You never objected t< 
y0 ”S e oS«r y Mto taSed his head in his hand 
“Jesus ChristlSheTSnevafor^^Xcertaid 

^S'mind ^acmg De^ Deny ev^ 

S& ESffi a» 

look at a woman bke*at? Yes ^ 

have been scre% ^ “ sll 7 e is the most uninhibited 
seventeen years old, and u^brain. A fatso- A 
fuck this side of heaven. A “ 

stupid cow. But an incredible fucfc- d she , 

If he confessed that to she un- 

say? She wouldn’t understand. Norjoid 
derstand about the many others And ^ 

blame her. So deny it was her 

He went to the housephone and 1 ^ aS d 

room. No reply. He went up wa sn't sur- 

hammered on her door. No reply. ■. it ^er her 
urised. He wrote her a note and slipped it mine 
Soor. Maybe tomorrow would be bis lucky Y* 

Crowds of fans milled about outside ■&» tbeat^ 

where Little .Mart* ***. , w f *“**ffi some o 
girls giggled and shrieked genca^ & T-sbW 
them were wearing Little - 7 love £or him. 



Mike got out of his lured car at the front en- 
trance and inspected the souvenir stands hastily 
erected. The latest records were displayed nicely, 
banked by a massive array of Little Marty Pearl 
posters. 

Security seemed good, massive strong-arm men 
were everywhere. 

Mike met with the manager, and had a short 
and friendly chat, then he made his way backstage. 

Little Marty sat stiffly in a chair in front of a 
dressing table. His face was a mass of orange pan 
cake, and a spread of Kleenex were tucked neatly 
into the collar of his white satin jump suit to prevent 
staining. 

"How’s it going?” asked Mike. 

“O.K,” said Marty. “I’ll be glad when it’s over.” 

“Sure kid,” agreed Mike. He peered in the mir- 
ror at his own reflection. He looked terrible. Tired, 
strained, and uptight. He knew what he needed. 

Jackson bustled in. “Mike baby, it’s all lookin’ 
good huh? Packed house, they love the kid over 
here. Wanna go to the press room for a drink, I got 
some guests. You gonna have dinner with us af- 
ter?” 


‘What guests?” inquired Mike. 

You^ remember Laurie? Little black chicken I 
was tellin you about,” he winked, “and that photog- 
rapher guy and his lady — the one in the pictures 
VV ?*b „ ar *) r * Oh, and that blond you left sitting last 


“Erica,” stated Mike. 

‘T was never good at names ” 

Td like a drink,” declared Marty. 

After the show,” dismissed Jackson. 

ain’t hereto computing ^ n04? % - 
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“Oil shit!" exclaimed Jackson. “I knew I should 
have kept her around.” 

“Just a scotch and coke ” pleaded Marty. 

“Don’t forget you can’t take a piss in that out- 
fit.” 

“I won’t forget.” 

Marty got up. “Where are you going?” Jackson 
asked. 

“To the press room.” 

"Sit down. I'll get you a drink.” 

“Can’t I see the people?” 

“No. After the show. You can come to dinner if 
you’re not too tired.” 

Marty’s face lit up. “Gee thanks.” 

Mike went along to the press room, and sought 
out Erica. In times of stress he found that sex was 
the only answer. “I have a headache,” he informed 
her. 

“You really are a shit ” she protested mildly. 
“Why did you walk out on me last night?" 

“Because I knew the chances were that I was 
going to rape you at the table, and I didn't want to 
pot you in that kind of embarrassing position. Can I 
iuck you?” Honesty was going to be his new poli- 
cy* 

“My God, you certainly don’t waste time.” 

“Don’t believe in it. Well?” 

“I think you’re a little too direct.” 

I think you’re a very beautiful girl and a very 
modern girl. What’s wrong with making love if two 
people want to?” 

“Nothing. But ...” 

“But what?" 

“But I didn’t say that I wanted to.” 

“But you do.” 
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"Do IF 

“You know you do.” . te , . 

“It’s showtime folks” Jackson was saying lets 
go. Someone will take you out to your seats. Cmon 


eVer Mike put a hand lightly on Erica s arm. “We’re 

staying here.” 

“Why?” 

“Why do you think?” 

“But I want to see the show.” 


“You’ll see a show.” 

She laughed softly. “You really are a homy 
bastard.” 

“Isn’t that the only kind?” 

They waited until the room had emptied out, 
and then Mike locked the door. 

“Hey,” objected Erica, “there isn't even a sofa 
or anything.” 

Mike put his hands on her shoulders and peeled 
clown the thin straps of her dress. She was wearing 
no bra and he bent his mouth to her small breasts 


and sharp pointed nipples. 

Obligingly she unzipped his fly. “My God ” she 
whispered, “it’s jumbo jet time!” He pushed her to 
her knees. “I’ll ladder my tights,” she complained. 

“I’ll buy you some new ones,” he soothed. 

“The floor is hard.” 


“So am I baby, so am I!” 

She opened her mouth and he pushed hims elf 
in. Oh, what a sensation. She had a way with her 
tongue, short feathery little strokes. He had to with- 
draw before it was too late. 


He peeled the tights off her and the rest of her 
ish pubic h5 SllS WaS V6ry s P axse blond- 
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“I want to be on top” sbe demanded, “you can 
have the floor.” 

He hadn't undressed so he didn't mind. He lay 
flat and she climbed on top of him, then she opened 
her legs suddenly, and he penetrated her deeply. 
She knew what she was doing. 

“Are you ready?’ she whispered after a few 
moments. 

“Any Any Any time.” 

“Now!!” 

Almost together, she was slightly ahead. And in 
the background they could hear the stamping and 
screa m i n g of the teeny hoppers. 

“I always did like a big ovation!” murmured 
Erica. 
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Chapter 35 


Muffin joined in the screaming, she couldn’t heip 




herself. All around her in the theater girls 
freaking out. 

On the stage Little Marty strutted and p ester ec 
and made obscene movements with his guitar. 

“This is one sexy little boy!” Laurie exclaimed. 
“Shakes that baby ass like a hot little piston!” 

Jon remained unmoved. Jackson may have 
made this boy a star, but what did he have to ofrerr 
Good looking in an All American Boy Next Boor 
way. A no talent, packaged in white satin and high- 
heeled boots. His voice you couldn’t hear above the 
girls’ screams, and his guitar playing was of the 
strum strum pause variety. 

But the girls liked him, were obviously mad fc-r 
bim, and adulation was the name of the game. 

It occurred to Jon that what would haonen if 

X X 
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itW worldng up to M, 

orange make-up was running m streaky 

dowl Ms face. The white satin jump suit was 

Stta 1StL S SW up aad do™ in her seat 
Laurie was screaming with excitement 

Jon shook his head in amazement He hadnev 
er ejected two girls like Muffin and Laurie g 

carried away by this teenage com flake. 

At last it was over, and mob hysteria reigne 
while everyone yelled for more. The noise was aeai> 

ening. „ » 

“Come on,” hissed Jon, “lets get out of here. 

“Where’s Jackson?” pouted Laurie. 

“I said we’d all meet at Tramp. 

“Oh goody,” enthused Laurie, I love going 

there.” „ 

“Aren’t we going backstage?” asked Muffin. 

“And get involved in that mob scene. JNo 

thanks.” . „ 

Muffin scowled. “I wanted to tell Marty how 

terrific his concert was.” . 

“I’m sure he’s got a dressing-room full of people 
telling him that Anyway, Jackson said he’s bringing 
him to dinn er” 

“Wowl” exclaimed Laurie, “l evant to get my 
hands on that sexy little sweetheartl” 

Muffin bit back a swift retort. Oh, wouldn 
Laurie be jealous if she knew about the previous 
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evening. Only a day to go and they would all be 
jealous! 

She felt a bit guilty about Jon, but he would 
just have to understand. He would probably be 
quite pleased after he got used to the idea. Deep 
down she knew that he had never really wanted to 
get married again. Jane had just confirmed her sus- 
picions. She had forced him into a commitment by 
withholding her signature on the Schumann Calen- 
dar contract. 

Jon would still look after everything for her. He 
would still take all her photographs. They would be 
business partners. And friends. 

Yes, M uffin decided, it would probably be a big 
relief for Jon in the long run. They had had fun 
together. Made it happen together. But now she had 
met Little Marty Pearl, and it wasn’t her fault that 
they had fallen madly in love. It only proved that 
she hadn’t really been in love with Jon in the first 
place — well maybe in the first place — but certainly 
not now. And anyhow Jon didn’t want to marry 
her — and Marty did. It made a difference to a girl. 

The restaurant at Tramp was bustling with ac- 
tivity; however, Guido had saved the big table in 
the comer for Jon, and he settled there with Muffin 
and Laurie. 

“I hope I’m not going to get stuck with the 
check, Jon muttered to M uffin. 

JDon t he so mean,” she snapped back. 

1 don>t who you spent last night with,” 
said Jon peevishly, “but whoever it was they haven’t 

sent you home in a good mood.” " 

f d y QVL - 1 was with a girlfriend.” 

I don’t know why you insist on lying. We have 
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an arrangement Its cool. One time with whoever 
you fancy.” But it wasn't cooL He was secretly furi- 
ous. Now that they were supposedly engaged, things 
should change. The arrangement they had was 
OX for two people living together, but it certainly 
wasn't going to be O.K. lor his wife. When he got 
the business with Jackson cleared away, he and Muf- 
fin were going to sit down and have a long talk. 

“Heyl” exclaimed Laurie. “Isn't that Butch 
Kaufman at that table?” They all looked. 

“Yes” said Muffin, “very fandable.” 

“Yes,” agreed Laurie, “very.” 

“Do me a favor and try and spend tonight con- 
centrating on Jackson,” instructed Jon. 

“I concentrated on him last night,” pouted Lau- 
rie. 

"Well concentrate again, and I'll do a whole set 
of new photographs for you." 

“Oh, really? Just what I need. When can we do 
them?” 

x They arrived in a group. Little Marty, Jackson, 
Mike James, and Erica. 

Jon maneuvered Jackson next to him, so he was 
happy. Muffin maneuvered Marty next to her, so she 
washappy. 

“You’ve gone very quiet,” Erica said to Mike. 

Didn’t you want to come?” 

"Got to eat, haven’t I?” 

“That’s charming! Very flattering.” 

If its flattery you're after you’re sitting with 
the wrong guy.” ' ° 

She laid her hand lightly on his knee under the 
table. "If earlier was an example, I’m not with the 
wrong guy. I was thinking that perhaps you might 
like to spend the night at my flat." 
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Mike nodded. Whatever gets you through the 
night And he wouldn’t get through the mgnt ior 
thinking about Cleo if he was on his own. 

Muffin enthused to Marty, "Your concert was 

terrificl” 

Marty grinned and winked, and under the table 

they twisted their legs together. 

"Gee thanks," he grunted. "The kids seemed to 
get a good buzz going.” 

Jon said to Jackson, Tve had this really inter- 
esting idea. Can you imagine Muffin on something 
like a TV special playing a guitar and singing?” 

"Can she sing?” asked Jackson in surprise. 

"Yes ” said Jon confidently. 

“Then it’s a good idea. No problem getting her 
a guest spot I think ...” 

Laurie suddenly threw her arms around Jack- 
son’s neck and kissed him long and lingeringly on 
the mouth. 

Jon frowned. Not now, Laurie. Later. Concen- 
trate on him later. 

Butch Kaufman was approaching the table. Big, 
rangey, and blond, in blue jeans and a massive cable 
knit sweater. 

“Marty, baby!” he greeted. “Great to see you. 
Hey, Jackson, its all happening for you and the kid. 
Cannot pick up a paper without seeing that cockv 
umer little face.” ° J 

“Who you with?” Jackson inquired. - 
“Couple of cute little ladybirds." 

“Why don't you join us?” 

i Kaa “- blfa S 

; , More chairs were squeezed round the table 

; “ d two girlfriends appeared T 

pop smger s wife, and a freakf black dyed 
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blond hair. They seemed more interested in eacl 

“Slow. I’ve been over here three months no , 
and I’m getting beachsick. Man, I redly miss my 
Sde um g er shack at Mahbu. Up in the momm & 
straight in the ocean for a swim, jog along the 
beach, barbecued bacon for breakfast Cant beat 

"Sure ” agreed Jackson. “Do you know everyone 
here. Butch? Laurie, Jon, Muffin, Erica, aw* you 
know Mike James of Hampton Records, dont . yom 
Butch shook hands with Mike earnest y, _ 
had the pleasure, but I know B. B. and Mary e • 

What a couple!” _ _ 

Laurie licked her lips. “I saw Ramantic five 

times " she announced. “It made me cry.” 

“I saw it twice," joined in Muffin. She squeezed 
Marty’s thigh under the table to let him know her 

thoughts were still with him. , . 

“How about that!” exclaimed Butch, flashing his 
>, famous smile. “1 got paid peanuts for that goddamn 
picture, and it’s one of the biggest grossers of 
time. I bumped into the producer the other day-" 
how about giving me some oi your aetion I aske 
him — I got paid gumshit. Tough shit — the guy sai 
— tough shit! That guy has made millions from tha 
film — millions!” „ 

“It was so sad when you died at the end, 
confided Laurie. “You know it was so real ” 


Butch beamed. “That’s why the film was a suc- 
cess, sweetheart." 

“Hey,” said Jackson enthusiastically, y QU 
thought any more about making a record?” 

‘T can’t sing . . .” protested Butch. 

“Can Lee Marvin? Rex Harrison? Telly Saval- 
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as? What ya think, Mike? Great idea huh? Butch 
Kaufman on the Hampton labeL Wanna offer him a 

contract now?” , 

“You were with my wife last night, Mike stat- 
ed coldly. ... ,, 

“Pardon?” asked Butch, not sure if he had 

heard correctly. 

“You were with my wife,” repeated Mike. 

A lull of silence had fallen over the table. Butch 
tried desperately to remember the names of the two 
girls he had ended up in bed with the previous 
evening. It was a lost cause, because he had never 
got as far as findin g out their names. 

“I was?” Butch said at last, his smile cracking at 
the edges. 

“Cleo is my wife,” Mike said icily. 

“Oh, Cleol” exclaimed Butch. “Yeah. Great 
lady. She’s writing a piece on me for Image.” 

“I know” said Mike shortly. “She told me all 
about it” 

“That’s nice,” mumbled Butch nervously. How 
much had Cleo told the husband? “She’s a fantastic 
person. Have you um er been married long?” 

“Four years,” Mike stated shortly, “didn’t she 
tell you?” 

“Nope. Well you know how it is with us actors, 
always talking about ourselves. I never did get into 
any personal conversations with Cleo. Hey, Jackson, 
can I borrow your girlfriend for a dan ce?” 

Sure, agreed Jackson. Laurie jumped eagerly 
up from the table, and she and Butch went off 
together. 

. “What’s with the jealous husband bit?” inquired 
. Erica with an amused smile. 

Tm not jealous ” stated Mike/1 just wanted to 
let that beach boy prick know where it’s at.” 
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“Wow!” lie declared. ‘It’s certainly gonna blow 
iveryone’s mind,” 

“I know,” giggled Muffin. She squeezed his 
nee, and let her fingers slowly creep up. 

“Watch it ” warned Marty, “you know what 
hat’s gonna make me do.” 

‘Tut your napkin on your lap,” whispered Muf- 

in. 

He did as she requested, and Muffin slid her 
land underneath and got a grip on his satin encased 
hard-on. He had changed From his stage suit into 
due satin trousers and a matching shirt. 

Muffin was fumbling around. “Can’t find the 
tipper,” she muttered. 

“Isn’t .me,” groaned Marty. 

Muffin giggled. “How do you pee?” 

Martv s voice was muffled. “I take them off.” 

“That’s rudel” exclaimed Muffin. 

“What’s rude?” inquired Jon, suddenly tuning 
in. 

“Oh nothing.” Slowly, Muffin slid her hand out 
from under the napkin. 

“I think we may go straight to New York after 
shooting the calendar stuff in Barbados,” Jon said. 
“Jacksons got some ideas for you that could really 
work out.” 

“Smashing!” replied Muffin. “Doesn’t that 

sound smashing. Martyr And they both burst out 
laughing. 

Jon scowled. He could not stand Muffin when 
she got in one of her silly childish moods. 




Cleo woke early. She felt fresher, more alert, and 
more able to cope with everything. She ordered 
coffee, juice, scrambled eggs, and after gorging her- 
self on that she sat down and wrote her piece on 
Daniel OneL 

Four down, only one to go, then her assignment 
would be finished and she would be free to do as 
she pleased. 

She called the desk and told them it was OX 
to put through calls now. Then she phoned and 
requested a temporary secretary to do her typing. 

The phone Tang as soon as she put it down. 
Surprise .t was her mother, the impeccable Stella. 

We haven t seen vou, darling,” announced 
Stella. “Nikai is hack from Athens so we thought a 
little dinner party would be nice.” ° 
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“The beginning, Mike?” 

“Start again. Right back to square one. 

“It’s a little too late for that” 

“It’s never too late,” he pleaded desperately. 
We could do all the things you always wanted, 
ike maybe a family.” 

“I’m sorry, things just aren’t the same any 

core.” „ 

“We could make them the same. 

“Not me, Mike, not me.” 

He hung up then, and Cleo sighed. It was 
roing to end with bitterness. What was the point or 
fitting him trot out all his lies and excuses? Ir would 
oe a painful experience for both of them. It was 
setter that he should think of her as a bitch, that 
way she could assume the burden of his guilt, and 
he would feel better. 


The phone rang yet again. 

“Cleo. This is Shep Stone. You’d better get that 
friend of yours off my back. She’s causing me a lot 
of problems, she’s nutty as a fruitcake, a real ding-a- 
ling.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

‘Your friend, Dominique, She is some mad 
broad. She is accusing me, Shep Stone, of stealing 
her diamond ring.” 

“Stealing?” 

“You heard it right the first time. Look, I want 
to tell you the whole story, maybe you can clear it 
up. Its urgent Can you have lunch?” 

^suppose so, agreed Cleo reluctantly. 

I’ll pick you up in twenty minutes.” 

: w w 0,K " ^ e . SusI Y ? mother problem to be faced 
. What was going on? Before she could get as far as 
the bathroom to comb her hair, and £uch up hS 
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make-up, the phone rang again. After this call she 
must tell the desk no more. It was getting ridicu- 
lous. 

“Yes?” she inquired. 

“Its Butch. I'm at the studio. Why didn’t you 
tell me you had a jealous husband.” 

“You didn’t ask.” 

"Funny. I met him last night, and like he was 
tun er very uptight. You tell him anything?" 

“Not yet” 

“What do you mean not yet ? He’s the kind of 
guy goes right for the balls, and I still need mine.” 

“Where did you meet him?" 

“Tramp. He had a blond draped across him, but 
he sure didn’t like the fact that you've spent time 
with me.” 

“I’m sorry if it made you nervous.” 

“Aw shit, I’m not nervous. Just thought I’d let 
you know. By the way, what is the scene with 
two?” 

“I’m getting a divorce ” It was the first time 
had said it and it felt good. Her feelings tow 
Mike were becoming numb. He was so upset ab 
their marital break-up that he already had a blc 
in tow. 

“That’s cool Want to have some chow 
night?” 

“Sorry, tonight is family night.” 

“Only you would turn me down for your famil 
Tomorrow? Or are you babysitting for a friend?” 

“Tomorrow would be great if I don’t have to fl 
to Borne. I'm doing Paulo Masserini." 

“Rephrase that please." 

“I am interviewing Signor Masserini.” 

“That’s better. I have feelings too you knov 

“Oh shut up.” 
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“Hey — I tear you turned Banco down. He’s de- 
stroyed. Its the nrsi time a lady has gotten a look at 
supercool-; in the buff and said no thank s.” 

“There’s always a first time. By the way, wasn’t 
I supposed to be out with you that night?' 3 ’ 

“Yeah. Don’t know what happened, we were all 
so stoned. Anyway thanks ” 

“For what?” 

“For not digging the Arab. I love him like a 
brother, but I don’t want you to.” 

“I don’t get it It’s OJL for you to lurch oft in 
the bedroom with two scrubbers, but it’s good chat I 
didn’t indulge with Ramo. Why?” 

“Because I’m a rat and you are a beautiful lady. 
And I believe in bullshit double standards which I 
really should shit on. Talk to you tomorrow. Ciao.” 

Cleo rang the reception to tell them no mere 
calls. Her temporary secretary arrived to type up 
the Onel interview. 

“Three copies,” Cleo instructed- One for New 
York. One for herself. And maybe one for Daniel, 
she would have to think about that 

In the lobby 7 Shep Stone waited. “I’m dying to- 
morrow so I am eery nervous,” he confided, "and 
your girlfriend is not making life easy'.” He took her 
by the arm. “I’ve got a car and driver. I thought 
we’d go to Ter razzed* 

“I can’t stay long,” warned Cleo. 

Just as they 7 were leaving Mike pulled up in a 

cab. 

Cleo pretended not to see him, but he pounced 
over and grabbed her by the ocher arm. 

“Shep,” Cleo said wearily, “Yd like y*ou to meet 
my husband, Mike James.” 

“Mike!” greeted Shep. “Haven t seen you in 
years. Cleo is your wife.” 
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K My wife. Where are you taking her?” 

‘Were going to lunch, got a little problei 
Cleo's helping me with.” 

“Oh, reaSy. Perhaps I'll join you.” 

'Perhaps you won’t,” interrupted Cleo sharply. 

“I didn’t know you were married to Mike, 
Shep said accusingly. “Mike and I go back quite 
few years together." He slapped Mike on the shou] 
der. “How’s it going, old pal? / didn’t even know yoi 
were married.” 

Cleo wondered blankly if it would have mad 
any difference at all to Shep if he had known. May 
be she would have been spared the flash of that re( 
and angry cock, and the voice pleading, “Just a littli 
headl” 

“Are you writing a piece on Shep?” Mike askei 
sarcastically. “Are we on to singers now?” 

“No," replied Cleo sweetly, “were eloping i 
the nearest office couch we can find.” 

“Cleo and I met on the plane over ” Shep con 
fided. “She helped me through the journey, yoi 
. know how I am about flying." 

Mike ignored him. “I want to talk, Cleo." 

“Then she introduced me to her girlfriend, pret 
ty girl, but nuts!” continued Shep, oblivious to thi 
taut atmosphere. 

"If we don’t talk I’m not going to leave yoi 
alone. I’m going to follow you everywhere, ant 
cramp every horny little bastard’s style.” He glare< 
at Shep. 

“OX,” said Cleo, “we’ll talk." 

“Now?" 

Tonight. Only I want you to promise me tba 
if we talk, that’s it — no more phone calls, visits, o 
contacts.” 

“You 11 change your mind after we talk.” 
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“Just promise me, Mike ” 

“Ail right, I promise-What timer 
“Seven-thirty, eight ” 

“I’ll see you then.” _ _ 

“You going to have lunch witn ms- 
quired of Mike in a falsely jovial veto®* ^ 

“No, he’s not,” responded Cleo nrnny- ^ „ 

along, Shep, if you have problems you a p— ^ 
them to me, otherwise it will be tune rcr _-e -0 

go.” T , 

“Later then,” said Mike warmly, “lane care cr 

iy old lady, Shep, she’s very very special” ^ ^ 

T_ nn-r CVior, TPrtPStPfl ?> fT'V'SIllyiV. 1C- — 
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In .the car Shep repeated accusingly^ 
didn’t tell me you were married to Mike James. 

‘You didn’t ask. If I remember correctly on pur 
initial meeting you were rigid with fear, and alter 
that all our conversations were about you.” 

“You should have told me,” insisted Shep. 

Cleo frowned. What a boorish man Shep Stone 
was. She tuned out as he launched into a running 
commentary oi the first time he and Mike had met. 

Of course it was inevitable that she would have 
to sit down and talk it out with Mike. You couldn’t 
just brush four years with someone aside without an 
exchange of words. There were things to he settled- 
Possessions to be divided. A divorce to he arranged. 
She did not want a penny from him. He could hav e 
their apartment, their furniture. Most of it was his 
anyway. She wasn’t even sure if she wanted to ~o 
through the' trauma of dividing up possessions. 
These three Diana Loss albums are mine — you can 
have the Marvin Gaye. In her mind she had p plan. 
A plan of freedom. 

W Q1 ddn t it be great to have one suitcase that 
contamei everything you needed. You could fast 
wander around the world. Talce yourself when 


revei 
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you fancied. Interview anyone that struck you a 
interesting. She had enough money to get by. Sb 
could sell the interviews. Russell would probabl; 
want to buy them for Image, and if not there wer 
plenty of other magazines. After her interview wit] 
the Senator she had had plenty of offers. It was ai 
idea that appealed to her immensely. 

At the restaurant Shep made a lot of nois< 
greeting the waiters, and generally revelling in tb 
fact that everyone recognized him. 

They both ordered spaghetti and white wine 
and finally Shep confided, “I balled your friend yoi 
know.” 

Cleo nodded. 

“She's very pretty. Like it was her suggestion 
and I’m a red-blooded American male so I wasn 
about to say no. We went back to my hotel an< 
made love, and that was that You see I’m a marriet 
man, and I can't afford to get involved.” 

“Of course,” agreed Cleo sarcastically. 

“Well, after that she started to bug me witl 
, phone calls, and I tried to put her off nicely, but shf 
wasn’t having it. and the next day she burst in oi 
me while I was in the middle of talking to my wifi 
on the phone, and shit — I had to fight her off. Sh< 
wanted to grab the phone and tell my wife every 
thing. I had to get off the phone quick, and in th< 
scuffle your friend got herself a black eye. It was ai 
accident, but goddamn it she was like a wild cat’ 
Shep paused to gulp down some wine. “Anyway,” 
continued, “she got excited and started ripping of 
her clothes, and by this time I knew she was bac 
news so I didn’t want to do anything. Well thi; 
made her even more angry, and she started scream- 
ing about a diamond ring and accused me of steal 
ing it I’d never even seen any goddamn ring. Any- 
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Chapter 37 


“I think,” Jon announced, when they arrived home 
from Tramp, “that we are well in there. Muff-” 

“Pardon?” yawned Muffin. 

“With Jackson- The Americans, It will he red 
carpet for you all the way when we get there.” 

“Oh.” 

“Is that all you’ve got to say — oh? You should 
be dancing around with excitement This is just the 
connection I’ve been looking for. Come here little 
girl, I want to feel your connections!” She was bend- 
ing to pet Scruff, and Jon sneaked up behind ?nd 
goosed her. 

“Stop itl” said M uffin crossly. 

Jon laughed, and started to pull down her pol ka 
dot bikini panties. 

Muffin stood up quickly. “I said stop it.” 
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"You're not stiu maa aoout mac aracier t uicm c 
write it.” 

“I'm not mad about anything. I’m just tired. 

“After your night oi screwing.” Jon snapped. 

“I wasn’t screwing. I was with a girliriend.” 

“Oh, don’t play that record again.” Jon felt sur- 
prisingly high. Everything was slotting nicely into 
place. His divorce. The Schumann Calendar. Jack- 
son. 

“Let’s take some pictures,” he suggested. 

“What pictures?” 

“Personal pictures, for fun.” 

“I don’t feel like it.” 

“Come on, you’ll enjoy it.” 

“I won’t.” 

“Where are the last Polaroids we took?” 

“I threw them away.” 

“You what?” > 

“I cut them up in tiny pieces and got rid of 
them.” 

“Why?” 

“ ’Cos they were dirty.” 

, “Dirty!” Jon snorted. “They were fun. After all 
they were only for us to see. ” 

“I don’t want close-ups of your great big thing!” 

“You wanted them when you were taking 
them.” 

“That was different.” 

“Let s take some more.” 

“No” 

“Why not?” 

“I told you, I don’t want to.” 

Jon shrugged. “What did Laurie tell you about 
Jackson?” 

- “Nothing” 

“What do you mean. — nothing. You and Erica 


were in the ladies’ loo wi& her for twenty min- 

“Erica was telling us about Mike James.” 

“What about him?” 

“He did it to her on the dressing-room iioor 
while we were all watching the concert.” 

Jon grinned. u Good old Erica, true to form* 

Muffin had started to undress. She was down to 
her sweater and panties. 

Jon was sitting on the bed. “Come and sit on 
my knee,” he instructed. 

“Why?” 

“I want to give you one.” 

“X don’t feel like it,” Muffin retorted primly. 
She pulled her sweater over her head. Jon made a 
quick move; imprisoning her head in her sweater, 
and caressing her bosom with his free hand. Muffin 
squealed with anger. Jon laughed, and maneuvered 
her on to the bed. 


“I can t breathel” Muffin pleaded. 

“You are my prisoner, little girl,” declared Jon, 
pulling down her panties. 

“You’re a bloody swine!” mumbled Muffin. 

“So I am,” he agreed, undoing the zip on his 
jeans and shaking himself free. 

“Let me go.” demanded Muffin, 

"Not until I have had my way with .you, wom- 
an. He entered her, and she wriggled about vigor- 
ously. “Ten strokes of the whip,” laughed Ton “or 
shall we make it twenty?” J 

There was no response. Muffin enjoyed games. 
In fact it was she that usually Instigated them. 

“How’s it feel getting raped?” Jon joked. ’ 

Muffin remained silent, but he could feel her 

eC! CbnS a CW ’ he l oined ier “ her 
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would give anything for a cream-topped banana 
split, or a double chocolate sundae. He wondered if 
Muffin liked things like that. He hoped she did, 
because when they were married instead of proper 
meals they could have ice cream feasts. There 
would be no one to stop them. Jackson couldn’t go 
around telling him what to do when he was mar- 
ried. 

There were three distinct knocks at the door, 
and Marty went to answer it. 

Laurie stood in the corridor stark naked apart 
from “Present from Jackson” daubed across her 
breasts in bright red lipstick 

“Jesus Christ!” exclaimed Marly in a cracked 
and startled voice. 

“No. Just Laurie baby,” and she giggled, and 
sauntered into the room. “Come over here, sugar, and 
I’ll teach you how to be a star!” 






Chapter 38 

Cleo had never visited the house in Hampstead 
where Dominique lived, but Shep's driver seemed to 
know the street so it didn’t take them too long to 
reach it 

It was a nice looking house with a short drive- 
in and flower beds neatly kept. Two cars were 
parked in the driveway, and a baby’s pram stood 
empty outside the front door. 

“Will you wait please” Cleo instructed the 
driver. “I .shouldn’t be roo long.” 

She hadn’t yet decided what she should say to 
Dominique. Perhaps it she explained about Shep’s 
wife, or maybe if she could just make Dominique 
see what a worthless animal Shep really was. If 
Dominique started to insult her again she would just 
ignore it. Their friendship went back a long way, 
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and Dominique was obviously going through a dif 
cult time. Deep in thought she rang the belL 

Dayan answered the door. It hadn’t occurred 
her that he would be home. He looked upset I 
looked like he had been crying. He stared at Ck 
without a flicker of recognition. 

“I’m Cleo. Cleo James, Dominique’s friend. W 
met the other night, remember?" 

“Yes” he said at last “1 remember.” 

Cleo stood uncomfortably on the doorstep wai 
ing for him to invite her in, but he didn’t move < 
make a welcoming gesture, he just stood there wil 
a dour air of finality. 

“Can I come in?” asked Geo. 

“How did you know?” questioned Dayan, “di 
she tell you?” He suddenly started to sob, buryin 
his face in his hands. 

“I’m sorry,” stammered Geo, “I don’t kno 1 
what’s going on. Has something happened? Is Dom 
niqueherer 

At that moment Isaac appeared. He looke 
gaunt and worried. He took his friend by the an 
and gently guided him inside the house. To Cleo 1 
made a gesture of silence, and she waited with 
sudden horrible sense of foreboding while Isaa 
took Dayan off. 

He returned in a minu te. “Dayan is vei 
shocked,” he explained. “We aU are ” 

‘What has happened?” asked Geo urgently. 

‘Tm sorry. I thought you knew. I thought tin 
was why you came.” 

“Knew what?” 

Dominique killed herself this morning.” 

Oh my God! I don’t believe it . . ." Cleo fe 
her knees start to buckle and the blood rush froi 
her head. 
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Isaac held her and helped h=^ 
down,” he said softly, "111 get you seme ^ 

She sat on a chair in toe nalh ana otsiea _er 
head on her knees. It was ^unbelievable. Someone 
like Dominique wouldn’t kill herself. _ 

Isaac returned with a brandy, and she gulped it 


down. 

''Why?” she questioned. 

Isaac shrugged. “Nobody knows. She went 
through depressions, she had tried it before. 

"But she was so young,” sighed Cleo, and she 
had — everything.” 

“Everything,” agreed Isaac. 

"How did she do it?” 

“It’s best that I don’t tell you. It wasn’t very- 
nice.” 

"Who found her?” 

“Dayan. He phoned me and I arrived at the 
same time as the police. He has no one here you 
know. All his family are in Israel. I don’t know what 
he will do.” 

“Where is the baby?” 

“The nanny took her out.” 

“Did she leave any notes? Any explanation?” 

Isaac shook his head. “Nothing. She was on 
tranquillizers, sleeping pills. Any little thing could 
set her off into one of her black moods.” 

I wish I had known. I don’t think I was von** 
sympathetic towards her. If I had known she was 
ill . . ” 


How do you think I feel?” interrupted I saac. 'I 
could have helped her more than anyone, her 'in- 
stead I just complicated matters. We were 
you know.” 

“Yes, I knew. She told me.” 

flon T to Id her we must nrh I 
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loved her, but Dayan is my best and dearest friend 
and I couldn’t do it to him any longer. She was 
furious, she couldn’t accept any kind of rejec- 
tion.” 

Cleo nodded. “I know.” 

"She told me all about the American. I think 
she thought it would make me jealous — it did. Last 
time I spoke to her she told me she was going to the 
States with him. Was she?” 

“He was married. More rejection. I guess it all 
added up.” 

“I suppose so. God, I feel I should have done 
something. But what?” 

"I don’t know. I feel the same way. But I didn't 
know she was depressed, I thought she had just 
changed.” Cleo stood up. “Shall I go and see 
Dayan?” 

“I think it is best if he’s just left alone ” 

“I would like to come to the funeral. If there is 
anything I can do . . 

“I’ll tell Dayan.” 

Almost in a daze Cleo made her way back to 
the car. She wanted to cry. She wanted to sob the 
4 way Dayan had done. But she couldn’t, no tears 
would come. Just blankness, and a numb feeling of 
disbelief. 

Back at the hotel she telephoned Shep. “Your 
problems are over,” she told him. 

Great!’ he exclaimed. “I knew you could do 
it. What happened? What did she say?” 

“She didn’t say anything. She killed herself this 
morning.” Quietly Cleo replaced the receiver. Y os, 
you bastard, she killed herself, and you gave her 
more than a little help. I hope you choke on the 
next woman you pull in for an afternoon hump. 
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Stella was immaculate in a black Yves St. Lau- 
rent dress, her short 2sh-bbnd hair newly styled by 
Ricci Burns. 

“You look like sisters” enthused Nikai. as he 
greeted Cleo, “Nobody would believe Stella is your 
mother” 

“Don’t be ridiculous, darling,” admonished Stel- 
la ehidingly. “Everyone knows I’m an old bag! She 
slipped a dun arm through Mikes and flirtingly 
trilled, “And how’s the second most attractive man I 
know?’ 

“Who’s the first? I’ll kill him ” mocked Mike. 

“My husband of course ” laughed Stella. "Cleo 
darling, Mike is looking absolutely marvelous, what 
have you been doing to him?” 

Cleo wanted to say — he’s been fucking a lot of 
blonds, mummy. That always brings out the best 
in him. 

Instead she smiled vaguely and admired a new 
star ruby and diamond ring that her mother was 
featuring. 

“A present from Nikai,” confessed Stella. "He 
spoils me, don’t you, darling?” 

Nikai agreed happily. “If I didn’t spoil you, 
somebody else would/* 

Oh, what a mistake to have come, thought Cleo. 
What a boring egotistical woman her mother was. 
All she craved out of life were presents and comnli- 
ments and a certain amount of adoration. Fuck her: 
and fuck Nikai; and fuck Mike too. 

^You look tired, darling,” observed Scklq 

"I am tired. I had a lousy ca%\ F ' — 
ber my friend Dominique?” ‘ * 

"The pretty girl with the ^ ^ 

“That’s right? She kfiiedkifi 



-Oh fa, how awful. Mb « 
ur mo out a tcouay wconsy .nurlM, 

iho lug on th« table. n , Amt how sW' 

vW? that It, Clou woudotcd.Oh dcaj^nt „„ 
l. Wus that going to bo Stellas f J jwm bered bet. 
omtnlquoV Sho hud her, earlier> had 

von Mike, when she ho hadn’t even 

lown wore concern than that, and 


town 1JKHO uwmwm* > — — - 

nown Dominique. r. ^nner W 0 

"I think," said Stella, that w Annabels 
hould bo really naughty and pop olate i 00 

or some of their delicious bitter cnoc 

jroam." , 

“Unboliovablel” muttored Cleo. 

"What, darling?" questioned Stella. ^ 

“Notliing. You wouldn t understand. ^ 

“How about a game of backgammon, 
Inquired Nikai. “You do play, don’t you? sb e 

“Sure.” Miko glanced over at Cleo to see 

minded 


minded. , . . ■tf.imP' 

“Go ahead." After leaving the house in 
stead the rest of the day was a blur. She hadp n °. 
Shep. Checked through her article on Daniel . 
which had been typed out. Made a couple or ■ 
ness calls. Then she had gone out and wan e 
around Hyde Park. t ' 

She had quite forgotten about Stellas du» 
and also her arrangement to meet and talk t° > M 
When he had turned up at her hotel there had n 
only one answer. Take him along to Stellas, jf 
all he was still her husband, it would not look od 
Stella knew nothing about their problems. 

So here they were; and she felt trapped, 
onlv family; and it didn’t matter one little bit it* 
never set eyes on any one of them again. * 
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should you have to like someone just because they 
were your mother? 

Ever since she could remember, Stella had made 
her feel ugly and inferior and stupid. Isn’t your 
mother young! Friends from school would exclaim 
in envy and surprise. Isn’t she beautiful! And so she 
bloody well should be. She spent every waking hour 
at the masseur or the hairdresser or the beauty salon 
or the dressmaker or the health farm. 

When other kids’ mothers were tramping round 
the zoo with them, or struggling to maneuver a 
small boat round die pond in Regents Park, Cleo’s 
mother would be getting her winter suntan in Ja- 
maica. "Don’t bring your friends home,” Stella* was 
apt to complain. "They’re so noisy, I can’t have my 
rest” 

Somehow Cleo struggled through the dinner. 
She had to admit that she was glad Mike was there. 
He turned on his full wattage charm and saved the 
evening. Stella loved him. He told her how young 
and desirable and gorgeous she was all through 
dinner. 

When the suggestion of Annabels came up 
again Cleo declined. “It’s been a lovely evening,” 
she lied, “but I’m so tired I just wouldn’t be able to 
stay awake.” 

“You should take a daily dose of wheat germ 
and honey,” Stella admonished. “It gives you lots of 
energy and does wonders for your skin.” She 
peered closely at Cleo. “You are getting to an age, 
dear, when you should be looking after your 
skin.” 

What was it Ginny used to say — a mouthful of 
sperm a day keeps the doctor away — and beats the 
shit out of face creams! 
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“Goodnight, Stella,” Cleo kissed her on the 
cheek. 

“Goodnight, darling, and do write when you 
get back.” 

“You never reply.” 

“I just never find the time, darling. But write 
anyway, I like to hear from you.” 

In the car Mike said, “My hotel or yours?” 

“I don't suppose you would understand if I said 
I just wasn’t up to talking tonight” 

“I don't suppose I would.” 

“O.JL," Cleo shrugged helplessly. "Your hotel.” 

Mike Instructed the driver and they rode 
in silence, both immersed in their own private 
thoughts. 

Mike was gaining his confidence back. His ho- 
tel, that was a good sign. Once he got her upstairs, 
once they got to talking, once they got their clothes 
off . . . 

He certainly couldn't take much more of being 
without her. The previous long night spent at Eri- 
ca's apartment had begun to pall. Erica, it turned 
out, was very kinky indeed. Almost too kinky for 
Mike’s rich and varied tastes. 

He had sneaked out early in the morning while 
she still slepL 

They rode up in the elevator in contin- 
ued silence until Cleo said, “This isn’t a good idea, 
Mike, it’s only going to end in a screaming 
match.” 

“You’re wrong," he shook his head, "we can 
work it out, we always have before.” 

“We always worked things out that involved 
the two of us.” 
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“All I ask is a chance to explain.” 

He opened the door of his hotel room and 
ushered Cleo in. Sitting on the sofa reading a maga- 
zine and wrapped in a bath towel was Erica. 




Chapter 39 


Muffin feigned sleep until Jon had left their flat 
Rotten bastard, making her do it with him the pre- 
vious evening. She hadn’t wanted to — he had forced 
her. It could almost be called rape. 

She had arranged with Little Marty to meet 
him at his hotel at seven. 

“It will be cool by then,” Marty had instructed. 
“I'm recording all day, and I’ll tell Jackson I’m tired 
if he wants me to do anything in the evening.” 

Muffin packed a few things. She wanted to get 
out of the flat long before Jon came home. She 
plan n ed to buy an outfit to get married in. White 
would be nice, something frilly and virginal. 

When- she was made up, dressed, packed and 
ready, she scrawled a short note for Jon. “Gone to a 
friend’s. Will phone you tomorrow.” That would 
stop him from worrying. It was a shame really that 
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she couldn't invite him to her wedding, but of 
course that was out of the question. 

The phone rang as she was leaving the flat It 
was Laurie. “Come to lunch” she insisted. Tve got 
mind-blowing news!” 

“What?” questioned Muffin. 

“Too good to tell you over the phone,” boasted 
Laurie. “You just won’t believe it! 1 want to see your 
face. Two o’clock at the Carousel — O.K.?” 

“O.K” ' 

Lunch with the girls would be fun. But it 
would also be tempting. She was bursting to tell 
someone about herself and Little Marty Pearl, but 
to tell the girls would only mean trouble. They 
couldn't be trusted. They would race to tell Jon, and 
then Jon would try and stop her, and it would all 
become boring. Who could she tell? 

Her mother. She could tell her mother. She 
could swear her to secrecy. Bubbling with excite- 
ment Muffin took a cab out to Wimbledon. 

“Two visits in so many days,” remarked her 
mother, “it’s not my birthday.” 

“I know, mum. Have you ever heard of Little 
srty Pearl?” 

Her mother wiped workwom hands on a dish 
cloth. "Take a look in the twins’ room. Little Marty 
Pearls picture is all over the walls.” 

“Really? How terrific. Mum, don’t faint, but I'm 
going to marry him.” 

‘So is Josie, but I’ve told her she’s got to wait 
until she’s sixteen.” 

Mum, I’m serious. I’m going to marry him, and 
were getting married secretly tomorrow morning. 
We met at a photo session and he’s lovely and we 
fell in love.” 
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Muffin’s mother sat down heavily. "YVhirt about 
Ton?” she asked at last. “You’re engaged to Jon. 

“He doesn’t mind,” lied Muffin airily. "He quite 
understands. He never wanted to get married any- 
way.” , 

“Well... it all seems so sudden. Why tomor- 
row? You’re not in trouble are you?” 

Muffin giggled. “Of course not, mum. Don’t be 
so silly.” 

“I always thought you’d have a white wedding, 
flowers, and Josie and Penny as bridesmaids. A nice 
reception at the townhall, all our relatives. Auntie 
Annie, Uncle Dick . . 

"Mum! Is that all you’ve got to say?” 

"It’s a shock, dear. A disappointment almost. I 
was so looking forward to a nice ceremony, a church 
ceremony.” 

"Oh, mum!” 

“I can’t help how I feel, dear. I can’t hide my 
feelings. Your father will be disappointed too. We’re 
both so proud of you, and it would have been . . .” 

"All right, mum,” Muffin interrupted, "no need 
to go on. Perhaps you’ll change your mind when you 
come and visit me in Marty’ s house — our house — in 
Hollywood.” 

^Has he got a house in Hollywood?” 

“I expect so. Anyway if he hasn’t we’ll get one. 
A big house with a swimming pool. And we’ll have 
two cars and lots of cute little dogs. And I won’t 

t^°aS' my ° a to P h0t ° S 

"There s a lovely photo of you in the Sun this 
morning. Your hair looks lovely. Do you want to s 


see 


Muffin never turned up at the Carousel tor 
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me, it was good. Things are moving just the way we 
want them to." - - 

I hope so, thought Marty. I hope Muffin turns 
up. I hope we make it tomorrow without getting 
found out. I hope by tomorrow night I’ll be a mar- 
ried man. 

“Goodnight, kid,” said Jackson. 

“Goodnight, Jackson,” said Marty. When I am a 
married man I do not want you to call me kid 
anymore. I am going to drink and swear and whore 
around just like all the other married men I have 
seen. 

“Sure there’s nothing you want?” inquired Jack- 
son. ^ ' J 

“Nothing,” replied Marty. 

See you in the morning, then.” 



Chapter 40 


The shock of finding Erica sitting calmly in his hotel 
room was too much for Mike to take. 

Cleo took off immediately. “Some other time/ 1 
she threw at him when he attempted, to follow her. 
“Like in a year or two.” 

He tried to argue but it was no use, so he let 
her go and went back to his room where Erica still 
sat. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing here, 3 
he exploded. “Get up! Get out! Piss off!” 

Erica put down the magazine and shrugged. 
thought you would be 'pleased. I thought I ~ 
surprise you.” 

“You surprised me all right A-n.-s vcuVe 
me u]i> with my wife. Just get dressed and t'ri. 3 

‘ Suppose 1 don’t want to go? 3 

“Suppose I said I could “f 9 

“Make me.” 
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“Don’t fuck around. Don’t you know when 
you’re not wanted? Just move it out of here — and 
fast.” 

"You wanted me last night" 

“And I had you. And I don’t want more, so just 
get it together and out.” His anger was like a tired 
throb. It seemed whatever happened was wrong. 
Since Cleo had caught him with Susan there had 
been a trail of disasters. Now this. Cleo would never 
forgive this. It was the final straw. 

Erica stood up and undid the tie on the bath 
towel she was draped in. It fell around her anHes. 
Slowly she brought her hands up and started to 
massage her nipples until they stood out erect 

Mike watched. 

“Want to join me?” breathed Erica. 

“No,” he snapped, but he couldn’t help watch- 
ing. 

Her hands moved down to her stomach, caress- 
ing herself lovingly. Then she parted her legs. "Come 
on,” she pleaded. 

Mike stood unmoving. 

She knelt down on the floor and parted her legs 
.. further. She started to groan and her movements 
■i. ■ ; . • more frantic. “Pleasel” she begged him. 

He didn’t move. 

She was nearly there, and suddenly Mike could 
stand it no more. The hell with it alL He unzipped 
his trousers and walked over to her. Roughly he 
thrust himself into her mouth, and as he did so she 
shuddered to a climax. 

He gripped the back of her head, and rocked 
himself quickly back and forth. Three or four 
strokes and he was there. He held her head tightly, 
nearly choking her. 
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“Is tot what you wanted?" be growled wte 

he was finished. 

“Oh ves!” she signed. 

“Good. Now you can get your clothes on an 

get °He was aghast. What came over him? Did h 
have no control? What if Cleo had relent ' ed an 
come back? Ghristl He really was a shit Mayb 
Cleo was right to want to leave him. Maybe it wasn 
in him to change. Maybe he didn’t really want t 

He turned his back while Erica dressed. 

“Are you sure you want me to go?" she whis 
perecL 

He ignored her. He didn’t turn around until hi 
heard the door close. 

Cleo wondered if Alike had done it purposely. 
My hotel or yours? That had been his question. He 
must have known that there would be a girl waiting 
at his, so why had he taken her there? It was almost 
as if he wanted her to catch hi-m. 

She didn’t understand him. It was just another 
shitty move in a week of shitty moves. 

Anyway it had saved a long and painful con- 
versation. There would be no conversations now, 
there woiild just be polite legal communications, 
and then a nice quick divorce. She would even be 
10 10 Reno ^ WOlJ ld make things 

It all hit her at once. Dominiques death The 
w«e o,tr h0 ° ^ md »» really 

Sleep’S g | Her^ ^ 4at * e 
P all. Her mmd wa3 racillg a 
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dllfarar it directions. Tho moro lihu triad to sloop tlw 

morn imw/xdbh) It became. , 

In tba morning she got a call U> conirnn hat 
interview v/lih Mt Ateerbd, no aho phoned tho 
likllno nod hooked herself on tho next iiignt to 
fioma, hhn wit terribb j, hot the didn't want to can- 
/;<;! dm UtWi'/hr//, she juat wanted to got it over 

MlJb*? phoned, but when uho board Ido voltio aiw 
Just quietly replaced tho me vivvr without laying 
anything, dho v/mn't oven upset, just disappointed. 
Ouo o she hud. loved him, Nov/ oho just iolt sorry to 

him, . . i 

On an Impulse u ho telephoned Dunlul Onol uo* 
fow leaving. "I lleished the piece," she told him. 

“Did yon ?" ho ^uosHonod vaguely. 

“Yuri. 1 think yen'll llko it. (.oolc, If you iibo IN 
drop it off to yon on my way to tho airport" 

"Are you going hack to America?" 

"No, l huvo to go to Homo to interview I'taa 0 
Mastering" 

"You huvo my sympathies." 

"Do you want to read tho piece or not?" 

Certainly. Cun I change it?” 

‘No changea. The original Jius itlroady befit* 
sent to New York." 

"I don’t think I'll bother thou. It will only fr^* 
truto me." 

“Oh.” Cleo wus deilatod. “So I won't bother W 
drop it off then?” 

I hanks for tho offer, love, but there is realty 
no point to It. If I hate it I'm powerless— X could** 1 
stand that.” 

“I don't think you’ll hate It." 

"You wouldn't — you wrote it." 
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“All right then,” she paused. “I guess I’ll send 
you a copy of the magazine when it appears.” 

“You’re very sweet.” 

Very sweet indeed. Why hadn’t he wanted to 
see her? Why had she wanted to see him? 

It was much too soon to be thinking of getting 
involved with another man. Anyway Daniel Onel 
was very much involved already, she knew that; and 
anyway she had only ever met him once. 

However there was something about him . . . 
just something. . . . 
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Chapter 41 

Muffin never had been able to write properly. She 
had a large childish scrawl which actually aggravat- 
ed Jon as much as the contents ot the note. Some- 
times he felt that he was living with a six-year-old. 
She couldn’t even spell friend. 

He read her note through twice, and then 
crumpled it into an angry ball and threw it down 
the toilet. 

He had planned a special evening. Champagne, 
a bottle of which he had brought home with him. 
Flowers, a big bunch of pink roses — her favorite. 
And two airline tickets for Barbados booked for 
three days later. 

Now she had ruined it all. Staying with a friend 
indeedl Did she take him for a fool? She was shack- 
ing up with some guy, and while one night was just 
about acceptable — two nights certainly wasn’t. 
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He racked his brain to think who it could be.’ 

She had recently worked with Dave Ryle, an 
he was a bastard with the ladies. If Dave Ryle wa 
moving in on Muffin . . . 

Who would know? 

Erica knew most things that were going on. H 
phoned her, but there was no reply. So then h 
phoned Dave Ryle, and made some vague inquirie 
about a new camera on the market. Casually h< 
finished up with — ““Oh by the way, is Muff there?” 

Dave gave a dirty laugh. “La Crumpet doesn 
put it about over here — more's the pity. You lost hei 
then?” 

“No,” assured Jon, “she’s just late home. ] 
thought she might have dropped by your studio tc 
see the contacts of the session you two had Iasi 
week. She mentioned that she might.” 

"If she appears, me old son. I’ll tell her you're 
waiting.” 

“Thanks, Dave," And he imagined them in a 
naked clinch laughing at the fact that he had 
\ phoned. 

He tried Erica again. Still out 

He was more than slightly put out. He was 
furious. When Muffin came giggling home tomorrow 
he was going to give it to her straight No more 
other guys — agreement or no agreement And if she 
didn t like it . . . Oh God, what if she didn't like it? 

Early in the morning when they were deciding 
that perhaps a couple of hours’ sleep would be a 
good idea, Muffin snuggled up to Marty and said, “I 
shouldn’t have spent the night with you.” 

“Why?” 7 

“’Cos I’m going to be a bride today, and we 
should have spent the night apart.” 
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“Wow!” sighed Marty. “Look what we would 
have missed!” 

“Wow!” agreed Muffin. You re right! 

Neither of them could sleep, and eventually 
Muffin got up and started the long and elaborate 
ritual of getting herself together for an occasion. 

She bathed, and shampooed her hair. Then 
while it was drying she started on her make-up — 
which on days when she wanted to look really spe- 
cial took at least an hour. When every false eyelash, 
and freckle, and glosser was in place, she put up her 
hair in heated rollers. 

Marty, meanwhile, was peering at a new and 
angry crop of red spots on his forehead. He decided 
that the best form of coverage was to put a light 
make-up base over his entire face. He wondered if 
Muffins heated rollers would do anything for his 
hair. Sexual activity seemed to equal limp and life- 
less hair. He asked her, and with enthusiasm she 
carefully put rollers around the front part of his 
hair. 


“Do you know,” announced M uffin , “I once 
tried to dye Jon’s eyelashes — they’re so pale. Any- 
way he was furious — absolutely mad with rage. I 
think men should be into beauty stuff — it’s fun. 
Shall 1 dye your eyelashes?” 

^ Not this morning,” Marty replied quickly. 

Oh no, not this morning, silly. I thought may- 
be on our honeymoon. Where shall we go for our 
honeymoon?” 


Marty had actually thought no further than the 
mamage ceremony. A honeymoon hadn't occurred 

w l ** n 7 T 0uld get married * come back to the 

Itful JackS0 ?’ a " d Aen J ackson would take 
■ Jackson made all his arrangements, and when 

ho was a man Jackson would teve to beat 
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promised to to there in fifteen mi n u tes. M uffi n lien 
tried to decide whether to contact Erica or Laurie, 
»Vir<; were the only other phone numbers she knew 
ofi by heart. Of course they were both bitches, bui 
how much harm could they do at this late hour? ^ 

S h e finally decided on Laurie. She didn’t tell 
her anything, she just requested that she get there 
immediately without a word to anyone. 

Marty had started to chainsmoke. 

"I didn’t- know you smoked,” stated M uffi n in 


surprise. 

“Jackson doesn’t let me. Bad for the vocal 
cords. Did you get two friends?” 

“They're on their way.” 

The tall, thin lady had been staring at them in 
silence for some time. She suddenly said, “The pho- 
tographers will be here soon, do you want us to 
allow any of them in?” 

in alarm. 


The tall, thin lady lowered her eyes in embar- 
rassment “Im sure 1 don’t know.” 


what photographers?” asked Marty 
“The newspapers.” 

“Oh shitl How do they know?” 


Marty jumped up. “We can’t wait for your 
friends. Muffin If somebody has told the press, 
Jackson will be down here like a flash. ” 

But we have to have two witnesses.” 

“She could be one.” He indicated the tall thin 
lady. “Couldn’t you?” 

“No. I have to he able to receive people, an- 
swer the telephone. I work here. The registrar 
wouldn’t allow it” 


“Does he allow you to tip off the paoers?” 

“I didn' t tell them.” 

"Oh, sure . . ” 

At that moment Kamika arrived. “What urgen- 
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cy?” she inquired. “I have no breakfast, no time 1 
make-up/' 

“Kami" Muffin fell upon her with relief. “I 
getting married." 

“Where is Jon?" 

“Not to Jon, to Marty. I want you to me 
Little Marty Pearl.” 

Kamika shook her head in amazement. “I do 
understand . . . Yesterday, at lunch Laurie said tl: 
she and . . /’ 

“Laurie will be here in a minute," interrupt 
Muffin. 

“Laurie?” questioned Marty, a confused blu 
spreading under his make-up. 

“You English girls are so — liberal," said Kan 
ka. “In Japan . . .” 

“Why ask Laurie?" snapped Marty. 

‘Why not?” snapped back Muffin. 

“Well, she’s er — well she’s Jackson’s friend." 

“I didn’t tell her anything.” 

“It was stupid to ask hex/’ 

“So sorry. I didn’t exactly have a huge bloot 
-.^choice." 

Laurie burst in then, clad in a button throuj 
jeans dress which concealed little. “Hey. The stree 
are alive with photographers.” She raised h 
shades. "Marty! What are you doing here. Jesusl 
must take a pee. Muffin baby, what is going on?’’ 

“We’re getting married!" Muffin declared fa 
umphantly, “Marty and me ” 

“Whaaaaaat?" 

“Let’s go,” said Marty quickly. “Let’s do it at 
get out of here " 

“I’ll show you through ” said the tall, thin lac 
primly. 

“I’m nervous? exclaimed Muffin. 
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Laurie shook her head. "I guess I’m just dream- 
ing;. This is unreal” 

“Laurie,” asked Kamika, “did you not say at 

lunch yesterday that you and... . 

"Shush! We're at a wedding, Kam. Lets just 
cool it with the gossip.” 

They all trooped into the room where the mar- 
riage was to take place. The registrar appeared, and 
without further ceremony he proceeded with the 
legalities of getting married. 

Fifteen minutes later it was all over. Marty had 
forgotten to purchase a wedding ring, so K a m i k a 
slipped hers off and lent it to him to put on Muffins 
finger. 

“I just don’t believe this whole thing!” whis- 
pered Laurie. “If I had known what was happening 
I’d have dressed for the occasion.” 

"Were married!” Muffin exclaimed, as they left 
the room. “I’m Mrs. Marty Pearl.” She hugged Mar- 
ty who appeared to be in somewhat of a daze. “Let’s 
go back to the flat and celebrate!” 

“What flat?" asked Laurie. 

“My flat?” 

‘What about Jon? Doesn’t he mind?” 

"Oh creeps! I forgot about Jon. He doesn’t 
know.” 


“Doesn’t know! Oh baby, I want to go home ” 

“I think I go home too " joined in Kamika. 

“OX ” pouted Muffin. “Let’s go to the Dor- 
chester. Marty that would be fun. I’ve always want- 
ed to go there for breakfast.” ' 

Outside they were besieged by photographers. 
famoiS"™ Kdaimed Muffllu ‘~ Kow I rehy fed 



Chapter 42 


“Do you mind if I smoker asked tlie fat man on her 
left 

Cleo smiled. Right on cue' — she had known ex- 
actly when he would deem it the right moment to 
strike up a conversation. 

The fat man took her smile as encouragement. 
Tm not the world's best flyer,” he confessed. 

“I bet you’re hot the world’s best anythingl” 
replied Cleo. 

“Pardon?” He was not sure that he had heard 
her correctly. 

“You should really go on a diet,” observed Cleo. 
“Too much cholesterol. A middle-aged man like you 
Is asking for a heart attack.” 

The fat man reddened. “Excuse me.” He head- 
ed for the back of the plane where he could chat up 
the hostess without fear of being insulted. 


277 




And well it might have been. Perhaps with 
Daniel Onel it might have been more than a groove 
— but then again screwing in aeroplanes was proba- 
bly not Daniel’s scene. There she went again- 
thinking about Daniel. 

There was a car at Rome airport to meet 
her and take her to her hotel. The publicist 
for Paulo Masserini met her in the lobby and con- 
firmed her appointment with the star at four 
o’clock. 

Reports were that Paulo Masserini was a con- 
ceited egomaniac, but at least he seemed to be an 
organized one. 

She was getting bored with interviewing actors. - 
There was not enough meat on the bones to make a 
meal, and she was hungry for a politician. Ramo, 
Butch, Sami, Daniel, now Paulo. Some women 
would give anything just to meet those men. but 
they were only ordinary people, who by their looks 
and talent and charisma had been propelled into 
positions of great fame. A man who had achieved 
things with his brain was a far more interesting 
proposition. 

Still, she could not complain. Butch Kaufman 
had helped her make up her mind about her future. 
Daniel Onel had made her realize that Mike was no 
. longer the most interesting and attractive man 
> around. In retrospect Mike had stopped being that a 
1 long time ago. 

K 

; Paulo Masserini was all that everyone had said 
he would be. Tall, biondish. fortyish. With blue eyes 
» ^ P ierced right through you, and an Italian fla- 
vored accent that smoothed over you like milk 
; chocolate. 

He kissed Cleo’s hand, ordered her a Pernod 
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They sat in a pavement restaurant. „ . 

"I er um didn’t think that a lady who was jnsc 
about to get a divorce should spend the night alone 
in Rome.” 

“That’s very thoughtful of you. 

“Not so thoughtful I’ve been dying for a plate 
of decent spaghetti for weeks. 

“How did you know where I was?” 

“A little detective work.” 

“Was it difficult to get away? What about the 


movier 

“I had two days off. I didn’t tell them — there 
would only have been a hassle. Anyway we’ll be 
back in the morning. Jeeze, but this wine is good l So 
tell me about pain in the ass Masserini? Still as full 
of bullshit as ever?” 

“I guess so. Let’s face it — an actor is an actor. I 
; think I have a lousy interview.” 

“Don’t insult the profession by calling Masseri- 

- ni an actor. He’s a lump of Italian pigshit” 

; “You really like him, don’t you?” 

\ really like you.” Butch stared at her search- 

- ingly. “What do you say?” 

“About what?” 


r ^^bout us? Like er um how about giving things 
:.t “What things?” 

Like Malibu— the house. Living together. 
Moving in. Having a few laughs ” 

hardly know each other.” 

„ o me ^ sweet old-fashioned girl 

V& C0B “ maie tng-S. 

■i\ *ougit you had a girl living witi you." 

i : * l 1151 a friend— nothing heaw r „ ia 

to play at being heavy withyou.” ^ * ““ 
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Chapter 43 

The jostling crowds terrified Marty. People pushing 
and shoving, and photographers yelling for him to 
look their way. 

Where had all" these people come from? They 
were running in all directions, joining the back ot 
the crowd, craning to see what was happening. A 
girl clung on to Marty’s sleeve, he brushed, her off. 
Where was his car? Where was Jackson? 

Realization dawned. There was no car. Them 
was no Jackson. 

Muffin was unconcernedly posing for the gh o - 
tographers; she didnt seem to mind the crush, she 
didn’t even appear to be aware of it. 

Marty pulled her back inside the register office 
and dammed the door shut He was per spinner and 
out of breath. r ° 
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He slid quietly out of bed, and grabbing some 
lothes locked himself in the bathroom. 

Ruefully he examined his body. He was a mass 
>f bites and scratches. He ached all over. Talk about 
i hungry woman! She acted like there hadn’t been a 
nan in years. Perhaps Mike James wasn’t all 
ie was cracked up to be. He had been dying 
o ask her, but talking was not part of her curric- 
ilum. 

Quicldy he dressed. Would Erica be wanting 
noney like Laurie? She should be paying him. 

The phone beside the bed began to ring, and 
before Jackson could reach it. Erica stretched out a 
bng naked arm and picked it up. “Yes?” she 
breathed. 

Jackson removed it from her. “Hello,” he 
snapped, “Jackson here.” And then he wished he 
hadn’t. He wished he had stayed in bed asleep. 


Jon didn’t sleep at all. He was so annoyed at 
Muffin's behavior that he stayed up all night brood- 
ing about it By morning he had bloodshot eyes, and 
he didn’t feel at all like getting it together and 
photographing a fashion session. 

He was just about to pick up the phone and 
cancel, when it rang. 

It was Laurie. “I think I should tell you,” she 

said. 

JrVliat?” questioned Jon. 

. > J^ ter all Lm just as much your friend as Muf- 
fin s. 


‘What?” 

And I really don’t think she’s being very fair.* 
“Is it Dave Ryle?” 6 . y 

“Huh?” 

Nothing. What do you want to tell me?” 
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Laurie took a deep breath, “Muffin and Little 
Marty Pearl just got married.” 

jDon’t be stupid,” responded Jon in disgust “1 
she there with you? Is this her idea of a joke?” 

“Its a fact Jon* I was there. They just-go 
married.” 

“Are you serious?” 

“ 'Course I am. I wouldn’t joke about somethin 
like this. I think it’s . . 

“Where are they?” asked Jon urgently. 

“I think they said they were going to the Dor- 
chester for a weading breakfast. I didn’t go. I . . 

“Is Jackson with them?” 

“He doesn’t know. That’s the whole point— no 
one knows. They . . .” 

Jon hung up. That bitch! That dirty little bitch. 
How could she do this to him? 

He phoned Jackson and a girl answered. It was 
Erica. 

“He just rushed out of here,” she drawled. 
“What is going on?” 

Jon was already' dashing out of the hat. 


Marty’s stomach pains were getting worse, and 
when he saw Jackson come striding into the restau- 
rant his only thought was that he would be carrying 
his stomach pills. 

“You little cocksucker!” smiled Jackson, puffing 
up a chair, and waving amicably at a couple of 
reporters who had taken up residence at a nearby 
table. “I told you, you get a hot nut it’s me you run 
to. Me - — not little Miss Golden Tits ” 

“I’ve got my ulcer pains,” complained Marty. 
“Can I have my pills?" 

“I’ll stuff you r goddamn pills up your goddamn 
ass. What the fuck game do you call this? Because I 
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sdl it marrying yourself right out of a job ” 

“Morning,” chipped in Muffin brightly. Some- 
me got out of bed the wrong side today.” 

“Shut up, you little cunt Do you know what 
you’ve done?” 

“I want my pills ” whined Marty. He was thor- 
oughly fed up with the whole thing, and he was 
glad that Jackson had arrived to take care of every- 
thing. 

“Don’t you call me names,” asserted Muffin. 
“Marty, did you hear what he called me?” 

“Where’s your boyfriend?” demanded Jackson. 
“Does he know about this?” 

Muffin scowled. 

“Jesus! You are two stupid kids! Whatever got 
into you both? Jesus!” 

“We love each other,” declared Muffin. 

“I am gonna get the check, and the three of us 
are gonna walk nicely out of here, and when. I get 
you back to the hotel, Marty, I am personally gonna 
break your scruffy little neck.” 

Marty hung his head. Where was all the respect 
he was supposed to get now that he was a married 
man? 


Languidly Erica reached for the phone and 
asked for Mike James’ room. “I’m in the hotel,” she 
informed him. 

“So?” 


. . fc „ So * ffi° u ght you might like me to pay you a 


“Don’t push it” 
“Yes or no?” 


He was silent. Cleo had just hung up on him. 
He sighed. ‘Please yourself ” 

“I always do.” 
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Chapter 44 

Milce James checked In at the Pan American desk 
and handed the counter clerk two tickets for New 
York. He was glad to be going home. Christ! He 
hoped they had taken good care of his Ferrari 

Erica stood behind him. She looked cool and 
classy in a pale green midi suit, her blond hair 
smooth and shining. She had been booked to do a 
TV commercial in America; they needed a long cool 
English blond and she had been picked immediate- 
ly. Mike had suggested they travel together. In fact 
he had suggested that she could stay in his apart- 
ment. Erica had not objected. In fact she had been 
delighted. 

What the hell — Mike had thought — Cieo wasn’t 
coming back— so he might as well enjoy himself. 
Erica would be fun to take around. New York. A new 
face. What the hell . . . 
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r- j ^eeiea 

outrageous ^ 

made ^yiMuffiBr *® S 

“over hie. Tom ^ew^ ^ ^ 

detaej OIgffll iMd the ^JLSf details. etc. j 
travi aommenB-^^ gU „ 
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an 


“What was the real story with was his Danish au 
Matty Pearl?" a photographer was aski^ 

Muffin dimpled cheekily. Like Ivees would turn 
lion and one times, it was just a joke— t 
that misfired.” _ # \ moment he 

She turned to hug on to Jon. “This is i 
always has been, always will be. We’re gave got 
marry soon, aren’t we, sweetie?” ^ 

Jon disentangled himself. “Sure,” he agr 
“we’ll be shooting pictures for a calendar spre^ _ 
that Muffin Is doing, then who knows .. .” 

“Is the marriage with Little Marty legally off?” 
asked a reporter. 

“It was never legally on,” replied Jon. “It wis 
declared null within a couple of hours. Look, feims 
— we’ve been through this all week. Yon know ikr 
facts. Can we drop it now?” He took Muffin firmly 
by the arm and led her away. 

“You are hurting my arm,” complained V— - 
“yon don’t own me.” 

“I own your contract for the calendar s 
just shut up and come on.” 

“Hgr muttered Muffin, 

Can it. Muff. Don’t vent ycur cfii fifirfi 
temper on me. I didn’t marry you aa — za ~r 

wriggle out of it the nest Yours kzkr mm 
saved from that teeny hopper wonder so * 

“Shitty socks!” 

“Listen. Were going to HcIItwocc. ~ rfis 
mg to stay in a beautiful house aH ^ — - -re- 
paid for by Jackson. Were "CrtfiffiT 

incredible pictures. Then we 4 
more could you want? Relax. EmcT ± 7T=-=. 

to have an incredible time ” 

Pooh! said Mumm and stuck rrf w- 




-u-ux CCC filer tuners 
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A day earhn bad passed through, the photo; 
and Jackson cd their attention to Butch Saufmai 
and Mrs. Jc arrived. 

America areft him to be photographed, and peruse 
had beemrine stand. She saw a newspaper with 
complairJf Shep Stone hugging a pretty woman c 
laughed** page. The copy read ohep Stone 39 greei 

Ciie dancer Mary Lou 22 who arrived froi 
longida today.” 

(Jp Mary Lou looked in the pink of health. Certaii 
ly not eight months pregnant. Certainly not jus 
recovering from a miscarriage. 

So much for Shep Stone and his lies. He ha 
fooled her. And what had he done to Dominique 
Cleo sighed, most people thought only of then 
selves. She had attended Dominique s funeral. She 
Stone had not even sent flowers . . . 

The latest edition of Image was on the maga 
zine stand, and Cleo bought two copies. “Who 
Afraid Of the Big Bad Wolf’ was advertised on th 
cover, and Russell had opened the series up wit 
her piece on Butch. “If you are after America 
prime stud . . ." her article began. Is that what sk 
n d been after? Is that what she had got? 

“Hey, baby,” Butch came rushing over, “don 
want to have your er um photo with me — hull? A] 
those guys are asking me who’s the mystery lad) 
who’s the pretty girl with the long sexy legs. The] 
Daniel Onel arrived and they turned their lenses oj 
him. You had a lucky escape." 

“Daniel Onel — here?” 


“Yeah. He’s on the same plane — staying at th 
Beverly Hills for a couple of weeks. I told him t< 
come by the bouse. You don’t mind do you?” 

“No, I don’t mind.” She turned to look, and sun 
enough there was Daniel trying to brush his \va; 
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past the photograph™,. ,,, , 

pair princess posing happily, ' MM 

Cleo smiled. Porl.a,,,, I m A ,,,, , 

out to mean more than slurliml h/u„!,| 

Daniel suddenly suw I, or, ,‘ t „ 

stared, and that stare mount (WurylJilm/ 

“Come on, baby " drawled hufeb/Wy,, uni „„ 
urn er plane to catch. '» 





Six Months Later 



Chapter 45 

Life with Butch had its advantages. 

Like — an easy time lying in the sun with noth- 
ing much to do except concentrate on getting an 
incredible suntan. 

Like — no taxing conversations. He and his 
friends drifted easily through life discussing nothing 
more serious than surfing and health foods. 

Like — Butch did all the cooking on his trusty 
Hitachi barbecue. And all the shopping. He act u a l ly 
liked being recognized at the supermarket 

Like — sex. 

Life with Butch also had its disadvantages. 

Like — wondering if seeing that your inner 
thigh tanned exactly the same color as the rest of 
you was really that important 

Like — being bored to death with his bunch of 
brainless friends. 
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Like — endless barbecued steaks, chicken and 
salad. And never any cookies. or candies in the bouse 
as Butch refused to buy them on the grounds that 
they were poison. 

Like — sex. 

And then there was the Beverly Hills social 
scene. Occasional little sorties into town to attend 
parties that Butch thought he should be seen at 
After all he was an actor — and actors had to put 
themselves about — flash the profile and remind ev- 
eryone that they still existed and had not vanished 
in a pufE of celluloid. 

Cleo had never looked so good in her life. She 
hardly recognized herself. Was this finely muscled 
suntanned creature really her? This lady full 
of boundless energy stuffed full of barbecued steaks 
and health food. This woman who jogged patiently 
along the beach next to Butch. Who did push ups 
and leg bends and yoga. This woman who had not 
written one solitary word since arriving in Califor- 
nia. 

Her body was active. Her mind was lying dor- 
mant. She didn’t care. She needed this break in her 
1 ^ period of limbo where she could try and 
decide what she really wanted to do. 

Mike was but a distant memory — a divorced 
distant memory. No longer a part of her. And now 
that he was permanently gone she didn’t even miss 
him. Perhaps she had never really loved him in the 
first place. Perhaps it had been his cock she had 
loved - — his long thin weapon of pleasure and his 
tight hard balls. When she had heard how indis- 
criminate he had been with his equipment . . • 
well ... 

Butch was no husband substitute. He was some- 
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one to coast along with, NhrHr»j> 2i^w rr hr. 
Although lately he had taken to'ealhai her hr 
lady”— and that irritated her. She ci-aht hear 
him just because she had chosen to share his h 
She was nobody s old anything. 

Every month she received a six-rare letter 
-Russell Hayes, Gossip about mutual arcoahrrr__ 
a few funny comments on his latest stateescre 
friends, and always, at the end of the letter ' 
quest to know when she was croina to 
again. She sent him a postcard in return. T^\JL 
the beach with a few scrawled lines of <rr=^.— 

t ° J » k ° 0W ftat EuSSdl had retorf 
good friend category, and was no W er w- 

RusseU^mh‘ ,d ^' l hs giggIed wien *>» conswtt? 
KusseU lustmg after anyone, and Butch. „OZZ 

beneath a giant sun reflector— all r 

ture the bp«;f nf t-i, i ^ better to r-s. 

that babe?” * * ^ March said, “Whs * 

“NT ‘ 

°n the 

Butch s house. — j- ucue 

was hard lyhttm^ ^ ere still together. SL 

seventeen with enormn ^ er ^ ^d all he^z 
honed him about S b °° bs * 0flce she oad qu^s 

“Clan’t beat he had replied. 

^ f di( 5^ SCrew aronnd. Acr» 
iort of relationship. ^ L mnct c are. It wasn’t 

t0 sIee P wfth 

^ciedTheonl,--!^' come across on- 
itch’s who hve^ Render was a 
" a? *» beac h. Another 

2PP 


. a aood actor with an 
, v eves and a sly gda* f? & te was a bas- 
with shitty e y , tQ p X0V e it. Bu 0 £ the 

cle0 

time that he , , t0 yjaniel 

rf&jrJX&sssz 


Onel. She tod shopping on Rod™ 

adn't know 

w she ha the same 


ance he aionr => a ocC urred to nw“*“ 

r. V St V Sto ^de she tod ^f^bout 

tsf— M «J 3 

rsriff Sjsftrsr.-; 

-nhablv as boring as all the res j ^ w£mte d to 
to She hadn’t got to know n ^ ent ly he laded 
ie time, but : d* ^^though oonldnt 

’ , ually from her thoughts 

■„ r „adin° about him. . ruaeamnes, ant 

' 11 Butch W a passion for ” Sin ebon 

hey Uttered the U, ^ P^ jU» °* 
wbLh superstar "^omg wtot n® 

bimself he cut out, and a ^ wl tried to 



: |TS; photographic tits an 
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ass club,” sbe had joked when he sulked about hs? 

“You’ll change your mind.” he had said confi- 
dently. 

Oh no I won’t— she had replied silently. 

So what did she read about Daniel? Items of 
great interest The fact that he was into yoga— who 
wasn’t? The fact that he was a vegetarian— nothing 
new about that. The fact that his favorite color was 
green. His hobby was reading. He was most com- 
fortable in casual clothes. Hated cats. Loved cars. 
And his favorite pastime appeared to be women. 

After the Princess got dumped there was a nev- 
er-ending supply of different females in his life. 
From fifteen to fifty they were photographed with 
him everywhere he went. You certainly could never 
accuse him of having a type. All shapes, sizes and 
color hues seemed to suit him just fine. He was 
hardly the womanizing type — but he certainly' 
seemed to be enjoying a riotous success. 

“Hey, babe,” drawled Butch, interrupting her 
lazy thoughts, 

"Yes?” she questioned shortly. Butch’s “hey 
babes” always heralded a request, and she didn’t 
feel like getting up and making him a t una fi>h sand- 
wich^or whatever it was he was going to ask. 

I guess were xoal-dn’ out pretty good,” Butch 
stated, throwing an arm across her stomach and 
stroking her finely muscled flesh the way he knew 
she enjoyed. 

mina? ,gUeSS ” ^ a§re€i <m >' ? mafs °- ?ccr 

“I like you— you like me. We’re a conrL— 
real couple. You understand what Tm sayinsr" ~ 

She knew what was coming. Every 
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c^e wasn't ^ eie 

616 45106 11 


kept on ■p'^^flnslesson? around 

^l^to-tb^^Ttefteotot&^eig, 

*‘‘"£5 removed ground-* 

u. £» 

“ K feS^i-K , "TS.S 

lug, easy, ve ^ she ka^- . ea <iy was. 1° ^ tjiis 

t A t£ he movmg ^ Ste 

fj teal* rf. J ^rXI I ?^®SWato- 

snn 
nee' 


-a e laughed- ^. HpC . 0 n the screen* ^oxtlei 

most ende^S |f soffie thmM *J % up on it » 

^ e xt“d^Betoyon-V° * ^ * 

ami T“e' sun disapp^ huees to ket and S* 
shivered, tat uP>"8& a s Ueep^ 

- *£3?S ^ £ around to - 

-ftere s just somednn 

^"XVhatsomedring?” .,-.„vlv. 

TX.X vottadaugW 


'A n» u 6 — cKe’s er u 

'“^We'vky mover toiiy° U '-' 
thirteen.” 
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“Thirteen! Bat Butch — you’re only twenty-eight 
yourself.” 

“Yeah, I was a child father.” 

Cleo shook her head in amazement "So where 
is she?” 

“S’why I’m tellin’ you, babe. She's gonna be 
here — tomorrow. Her mommy is sendin’ her out 
from New York — figures I should take a little er um 
responsibility.” 

“And wno is mommy? Your first wife?” 

“Hell no. Had the lad five years ’fore I got 
married the first time.” 

“This is some bombshelL You with a thirteen- 
year-old daughter. I just can’t believe it!” 

“You’ll believe it all right — she looks just like 
me.” 

“When do you see her? And how come you’ve 
never mentioned her before?” 

“I always visit them when I make New York. 
Shelley and me — that’s the kid’s mother — always got 
along good. I lay a lot of bread on her — see that 
everything’s nice and tight” 

. “Does the kid have a name?” 

“Vinnie. She’s a little tomboy — cute as hell — 
wants to get into movies. Course I gotta tell every- 
one she’s my sister — can’t blow the image. Hey Cleo 
—you’ll love her, I iust know it” 



French letters, disposing of them down the waste 
disposal unit after the deed was done. Then the 
weeks of agonizing while Shelley waited to get hex 
period — and waited and waited. . . . 

Her elder sister took her to a doctor and the 
dreaded pregnancy was confirmed. Butch threw 
away his stock of rubbers in disgust. Shelley wanted 
the IddL She actually wanted it — and nobody could 
talk her into an abortion although they all tried. 

Butch was summoned by her father. “You're too 
young to get married,” he snorted in disgust, “but 
you get the hell out of my little girl’s life or I'll have 
the police after you." 

Terrified, Butch had hitched across country to 
California, and there he had stayed— drifting into 
acting, two marriages, and stardom. He and Shelley 
had always kept in touch. They were real good 
friends. After his first marriage broke up they had 
even talked about marrying each other — but it had 
seemed too much like incest. They were brother and 
sister now— why spoil it? 

Shelley was into ballet dancing. At twenty-six 
she suddenly wanted a career, she had been through 
three marriages and wanted something lasting. She 
had called Butch and said, Tm sending Vinnie out 
to you, it's about time you had your turn at playing 
daddy.” 

He hadn't argued. It was the first time in thir- 
teen years Shelley had asked anything of him. 

Cleo was quite excited at the prospect of a 
child arriving. She hoped that they would get along 
— it certainly wouldn t be her fault if they didn’t 
Already she was making plans. Disneyland, and Mag- 
ic Mountain. A trip around Universal studios, may- 
be a drive up to San Diego to visit Sea World 
These were all things that Cleo had promised her- 
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self to do, but somehow — alone — it didnt seem like 

£UB * In bed Butcb stroked her body in his usual 
expert way. His tongue, starting on her mouth, 
drifted down to her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. 

She moaned softly. It wasn’t time to move on— 
not yet anyway. 

Mike James swore quietly to himself. How did 
you get rid of them? Moving in seemed to be an 
easy enough process. One day it was a hairbrush 
and a few jars of make-up — the next — all of their 
life’s possessions. Clothes, magazines, hair dryers, 
photographs. Jesus! When would he learn? 

Since Erica, three girls had taken up what they 
obviously intended to be permanent residence — and 
each time it seemed to get more difficult to persuade 
them to pack up their things and go. 

Erica had been the easiest Six weeks of gradual 
boredom on both sides and then Erica had an- 
nounced she was moving in with Jackson. 

Mike had not been sorry. He had even helped 
her pack, and when she begged to come back, two 
weeks later, Samantha was already in residence. Sa- 
mantha of the slidey green eyes and strange exotic 
body odor. She had lasted a month. Then Tulea, a 
sweet, docile, very pretty Philippine girl. Three 
months — perhaps a record. She had cried when he 
asked her to go. Cried for a week All very upset- 
ting, so Annie Gamble, raunchy independent model 
girl, had seemed like a good thing at the time. 

Annie was no longer a good thing. Talk about 
demanding! Equal orgasm wasn’t in it. She wanted 
equal everything including a drive of his Ferrari. 
Never. He asked her to go. 

“When I find another apartment,” she replied 
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dismissively, studying her beautiful face in the mir- 
ror, and applying silver eyeshadow. “Let’s trip oui 
and boogie, baby.” 

He had no desire to do anything with Annie 
any longer. 

It didn’t seem to bother her. She eased herseli 
into a silver cat suit, thigh-length boots, and went 
out to boogie without him. 

He sulked around the apartment, taking stock 
of her numerous possessions, and finally went to bed 
with a plan forming in his mind. The plan was to 
buy a large trunk, wait until Annie was out, pack all 
her things, change the locks, and hey presto — he 
would be a free man again. And this time he really 
had learned his lesson. No more moving in. Fuck 
and out Better still — go to their apartment — don’t 
even let them through the door of his. 

Satisfied with his solution he finally fell asleep, 
only to be woken by Annie at four o’clock in the 
morning. She was attempting to get some action out 
of his fast asleep penis. “Come on, baby,” she 
crooned, “mama is feelin' mighty horny.” 

Mike drew away angrily. She reeked of booze 
and sweat, and the hell with her. He wasn’t some 
sex object to be used at her convenience. 

“You’re all fuckin’ faggots at heart," Annie 
mumbled in disgust, and reeled off into die bath- 
room, where the sound of her plastic vibrator filled 
the air. 

Annie was the worst of them all. Very beautiful 
— but so what? She acted like the man widi her 
independence, sexual demands, and total dedicatiou 
to her own pleasure. 

Mike thought of Cleo — he often did. And he 
had a horrible feeling that he would never find 
another woman like her. 
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The nest morning lie bought a trunk — a large 
one. And as soon as Annie left the apartment he,, 
started to pack it. 

This one would never be allowed back. 




Chapter 46 


“Open your legs ” requested the photographer in a 
matter-of-fact fashion. 

M uffin pretended she hadn’t heard. She smiled 
in her cute girlsy fashion, and thrust her pretty little 
tits out even further. 

“Hey” said the photographer, “these pix are 
for Hard magazine. You know what they want. Be a 
good girl — after all you’re getting paid a lot of 
bread for a few shots of pussy. Bring your knees 
up — let them fall open — come on sweetpuss.” 

The sun was blazing down on the gleaming 
luxurious swimming pool. M uffin, lying naked on a 
sunbed beside it, reluctantly obeyed, Legs up, 
slightly open. She knew what he wanted Christ — 
she had been doing it for the last five weeks. She 
had had to do it Who wanted straight nude stuff 
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ny more? Who wanted a pretty face and a beauti- 

“^Forget that scene— it was over. If a girl didnl 
men her legs for a camera it was forget-it time ' N 
vork No bread. And Jon leeching off her Urna 
licking ponce. There was no money left. Everything 
” d i<£ sour. The great American dream had 

turned into this. . , 

“Wider” said the photographer. Come on 

you’ve got a beautiful snatch— what are you trying 
to Sure> jje wasn’t a photographer. He was 

3 Ja 'SXSrffhe had smoked a joint or sniffed 
some coke before the session. Jon had Promised to 
get her some. Big promise. Nothing. Some husband 
6 Why don’t you throw your hand across your 
thigh,” suggested the photographer. “Let it tail- 
yeah — let fingers loose— yeah— that’s it— great! 

Click. Click. Click. He stopped to change ins 


Muffin stared up at the cloudless blue sky. Ev 
eryone complained about the smog in Los Angp®' 
What smog? Sweat was forming on her body. i>ne 
felt sticky and dirty. Very dirty. 

Oh Christ! At first it had all been so great 
Jackson — true to his word — had set them up m <- 
magnificent house on Summit Drive — five minu e. 
from the very center of Beverly Hills. For six wee ” 
they had languished in the sun, swimming in ther 
own pool, playing tennis on their own court, en er 
taining a variety of Jackson’s friends. Jon oaf 
started the calendar pictures — incredibly uraoceu 
shots to what she was doing now. Then Barba os 
Three weeks of pleasurable work — and glovvinj 
with success they had returned to L.A., where Jac 
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on bad said lie would set about g=~ — ~~ 
vork. He was happy to let them move oncv — 
ame house— but this time at an enormous renim* < 
Jon had agreed. Jon had dollar signs weaving m 
ront of his eyes. Jon was convinced she was gems 
o be the biggest thing since sliced bread. Jon nan 
wept her off to Mexico with a pile of friends me 
Inafiy married her. Only by now she knew it wasn’t 
ove. It was called protecting your investment 
■ oh yes — in Los Angeles she had grown up. She 
tad changed from a dizzy little dummy into a disil- 
usioned resilient hard nut 

Los Angeles was full Pretty. Beautiful Exotic, 
hrotic. Legs. Tits. Ass. You name it— you could get 
t 

Muffin was no big deal in America. Couldn’t 
mg. Couldn’t act Couldn’t dance. A lot of their 
noney went on lessons. She still couldn’t .^g act or 
lance. 


When the money started to run out she sr=cr« 
jested that they go back to London ~ 

“Are you kidding ? 3 Jon had said hi total amazs- 
nent “How canws go back as nrihnsr Too mi-^i 
>e able to do it— cut I cstahffr ecuddn’t. “Ltl 
nake it here if we nsihana — ~ ‘ ^ — 


Hanrin- or ^ 

. 0~C ■ T — 


^nd sorc e h c nr the cant had — -J • 7T 

» fad sngssd 

nagazm&n *7=- nc= n — -7^17^ 
keep us grin r/ n ~ 

he? 

of hazy dm ~~~ -C' ’’’r 2 ~ sort 

him net ~ — — TT-'- ■ - ' — — ^0-3 for 




been conned until she saw the photos . . . There was 
no going home to Wimbledon now. She blushed 
with shame that her father might see them. Oh God! 
Jon was a bastard. She finally understood why his 
first wife had always said that he was. 

The American dream. Open your legs and 111 
show it to you. 

The photographer had reloaded and was ready 
to start again. TLet’s go sweetpuss,” he said briskly, 
glancing at his watch. 'Tve got two more sessions to 
shoot today. Open up those pearly gates!" 

“Move your arm,” the girl giggled in clipped 
British tones. “You're hurting me!” 

Jon obliged, extracting bis arm from around her 
thigh. 

“My leg’s gone to sleep ” she complained, lift- 
ing it up and shaking it. “Ouch! Pins and bloody 
needles. 

They were entwined naked on the floor of her 
■mobile dressing-room. • Jon and Diana Beeson— 
,, English movie actress — two film*; to her credit and 
■ the producers clamoring for more. 

She was twenty-eight. A ladylike sex symbol. 
Long dark curls, cat eyes, a luscious mouth. She had 
been in Hollywood for eight months and had a 
reputation for being hard to get into bed. Many had 
tried. Most had failed. 

It had taken Jon with his baby-faced charm 
seven days. 

Diana caressed his flaccid penis affectionately. 
“We have another ten minutes before they come 
knocking on my door,” she suggested. 

Ten minutes. Get it up you fooL Don’t blow 


312 




Too late now. Posing for snatch shots. Christ! 
She had really blown it Conveniently -he forgot that 
it had been his idea in the first place. Anything to 
pay the rent on the fucking palace Jackson had 
saddled him with. Fuck Jackson. And fuck his 
drugged out friends. 

Slowly Jon pulled on his clothes. He knew he 
had to dump Muffin before she dragged him down 
with her. If only he hadn't married her . . . how easy 
it would be . . . when was he going to learn? 

Now if he could only move in with Diana. Get 
a quickie divorce. She had a nice beach house, sim- 
ple but comfortable. Not the kind of house a future 
star should be living in. He would soon change 
that 

It had been a clever stroke on his part to get in 
touch with some of his contacts in England. Middle- 
aged lady photo editors were only too pleased to 
commission some work from him. And one of them 
had wanted a cover story on Diana Beeson. 

A phone call. Diana had agreed. Now all week 
he had been on the set photographing her. 

As soon as he had set eyes on her he had known 
• she could he his new passport to the big time. 
Carefully, subtly, he had planned to have her. 

Seven days wasn't bad for a girl who was sup- 
posed to be very hard to get. Not bad at all. Now if 
he could only figure out what to do with Muffin. . . * 
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Chapter 47 

Cleo was excited. For the first time in months she 
had something to look forward to. Butch s revelation 
about having a thirteen-year-old daughter had 
startled her at first, but now suddenly, inexplicably, 
she was delighted. 

When Butch drove off to , the airport she 
cleaned the house. The place was filthy — house- 
cleaning had never figured high on either of their 
lists. The room that Vinnie was to have had no 
more than a bed and bureau. It' was not too late to 
pretty it up a little. On impulse Cleo dashed out to 
her car and drove into Beverly Hills. She went 
straight to Bobinsons where she perused the linen 
department and chose candy striped sheets and a 
matching frilled coverlet Then on her way out she 
passed the toy department and spotted a large 


315 



Suoopy dog. Little gi* were neve, too Mg t* 
Sa00 pLed with her purchases, Cleo pM .them in 

^ On telly ’she stepped « ^ 

^££3 S£TJ5w-SL Butch cahed 
' !lf Cison foods” — -but Cleo was sure that 

r tte E a u ;s- 

3 io. Time to set the room up, get it looking p 


Butch's car was not out front. Good. She 
ade it first. Quickly she parked, staggered fr m 
r, and piled high with packages, let her !^ m * dt 
Rock music assailed her senses. The loude 
urdest rock she had ever heard. Jesus, where was 

>min 2 from? It was impossible. 

“Hey — ” she called out, but her voice 
rowned in the sound. , .. , .-Lip 

She dumped the packages on the kitchen , 
1 1 further, the noise drumming into her h 

a hammer. The living-room was empty. 

“Butch?” she called weakly. Where the hell teas 

he. 


She walked into Vinnie’s room. Empty. Only 
one place left Their bedroom, and yes--that ws 
where the ear shattering music seemed to be coming 
from. She threw open the door. A blonder vexs on 
Butch sat in the middle of the bed. A female 
version, with flowing silky hair and firm jutang 
breasts, barely concealed by the mini-kini s 
wearing. Bright tough little blue eyes stared m 
unfriendly fashion. A tape recorder propped o 
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r00nU -lS”4f^rBul!r Si could go where 
Wmt ^on’t thirk Butch tod it ptomed we wool 

sleep three to abed. , Vtome said scon 

^rvfXhSSforgutoserew.” 

^“You'll move off nowl dragged dee 

“Jeezel Are you uptightl Vm ^ gshtra 

on her cigarette and stu recorder and nail pc 

" e s!i C o£ £ bed. Without euotherjord d 

Sled through to the Bviug-rooft and^tomft^ 
through the screen doors to the wooden 
tape recorder was clicked on and Oe heavy 

blaSt aeo U sat on the side of the 

. believe tt-just conWnt be!l ®ve l t W ^ ^ 
thirteen-year-old girls were hi Y eX - 

numster the sweet little daughter she had be 
pectins? God! How wrong could you bet 
F Somehow she had a strong feehng that 

wouldn’t be long before she was ^o^ngom 
Butch did not return until after six. U 

into the house like nothing ^ ^ndSept Vinnie 

tJs % * 

crimes doot 

■. i i l all vmir cnrls. 


Vinnie struggled tree, nor — 

me the shit you hand out to all your guJs. ^ 
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“Great kid,” Butch enthused "Spunky — just 
like her ran — er good old dad.” 

“And where has her good old dad been?” Cleo 
asked coldly. 

“Didn’t I tell you? Had a meeting with Lew 
Maigolis over at Parados. You know something — the 
new rewrite on Surf Stud is not that bad. If they up 
the bread I just might be tempted.” 

“Butch— why didn’t you tell me Vinnie was so — 
well — so precocious?” 

He opened up a can of beer, swigged from it, 
wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “She 
is?” His surprise was genuine. 

“Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed. Lolita isn't 
in it And why didn’t you tell her about me?” 

He smiled boyishly. “I knew the two of you 
would get along just fine.” 

Cleo raised, her eyebrows. “You know some- 
thing, Butch? You’re more stupid than even the 
newspapers give you credit for.” 

ney . . . come on babe . . 

“I mean it If you think for one sweet minute 
I'm going to have little Lolita running wild all over 
this house — Well — babe — just think again.” 

Butch went over to her, enclosed her with his 
arms. “Hey . . . easy. Give the kid a break. She's dis- 
orientated. A coupla days and we'll all be one big 
happy family!” 

Two days later Cleo was packing her suitcases. 
Enough was enough. Vinnie was impossible to live 
with — no wonder her mother had wanted to get rid 
of her. She smoked, drank, swore. She was untidy, 
dirty, inquisitive to the degree of searching every 
closet and drawer in the house. She was rude, insult- 
ing and surly. And Cleo had considered it the final 
straw when she came across ‘sweet little Vinnie 
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screwing the attendant from a nearby gas station on 
her bed. "Out!” she screamed. 

“You get out,” Vinnie had retorted. “This is my 
dad’s home and I’m a minor. Tm the one that stays 
— so screw you, lady.” 

There was a certain logic in what she had to say. 
Butch was out Cleo decided waiting to discuss it 
with him was a waste of time — as far as he was 
concerned Vinnie was little Miss Cute Ass. So she 
began to pack. 

Moving on was no great wrench. Six months of 
baked brains was enough for anyone. 


20 


Chapter 48 


Karmen Rush was one of the new style movie stars. 
Exotic, rich, talented and ugly. She compensated by 
surrounding herself with beautiful men, and throw- 
ing the best, most bizarre parties in HoEywood. If 
you weren't invited to Karmens you just didn't ex- 
ist. 

Jon maneuvered an invitation to the latest bash. 
A latenight party to welcome superstar A1 King to 
HoEywood. 

“I don’t want to go. I’m beat,” Muffin had com- 
plained. Several Quaaludes later she had changed 
her mind. 

It upset Jon to see her so dependent on pills 
and drugs, but then again if that’s what kept her 
going . . . besides a Ettle grass or coke never hurt 
anyone. Half of HoEywood was stoned out of their 
heads most of the time — and they stiE mana ged to 
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take care of business. Jon did not indulge. He 
wanted to keep bis bead crystal clear at all times. 
He bad noticed that Diana wasn’t averse to a little 
snort of coke occasionally. He would soon get her 
off that kick. 

“Are we nearly there?” Muffin questioned. “I’m 
famished.” 

Jon was driving their rented Cadillac, Muffins 
photographic fee for her day’s work would have to 
go on the latest payment. The car was the last thing 
Jon wanted to lose. “Five minutes,” he said, “don't 
worry, it will probably be the best meal we’ve bad 
all week.” 

Karmen Rush lived in a huge glass bouse on the 
Malibu Colony. Guards saw them through on to the 
private estate, and then Jon surrendered the car to a 
muscle-bound parking attendant. 

The magnificent house was already teeming 
with guests. Loud rock music issued forth from ev- 
ery comer. A Charlie Chaplin movie played sound- 
lessly on a plain white wall Perspex tables, sup- 
ported by sculptures of naked men, groaned under 
the abundance of food. 

Muffin headed in that direction first. She 
stuffed her mouth with egg roll and chunks of crab- 
meat, spare ribs and giant prawns. The food was 
delicious. Satisfied, she turned and looked around 
for Jon. He had vanished into the crowd. It was not 
unusual, he always seemed to leave her alone at 
parties. The thing she hated about Hollywood was 
the fact that she didn’t seem to know anyone. la 
London, at any party, she had known everyone. And 
she had always been the center of attention. Here 
she was just another pretty girl in a city brimmins 
over with pretty girls. She grabbed a glass of chan)' 
pagne off a passing tray and looked around. 
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One side o£ the house was totaBv open ra ^ 
each, and she noticed that here and tners 
ie ceiling rolled back to reveal the £.<}. 

She gulped her champagne down cza ti- 
ered out onto the sand* 


Jon surveyed the scene quickly. WLg itcz— -- 
[o him the most good to talk to? He spctt=e.^hu£=- 

Caufman, a face he hadn’t seen since Lorn- 5 

vent straight over. T , 

Butch was friendly, introduced him to ris 
/innie, and then said, “Look after her for me. wiL 
ra? I gotta take a piss.” 

Vinnie glared at him. “Look arisr me. 3 me 
jneered. “Who are you anyway? 3 

“Name’s Jon.” 

“Got any grass?” 

“You don’t look old enongh to he . . 3 

“Aw — cut out the lecture. You get ary rr ef 

The girl didn’t look any older r^pr- m 
pite of the skin-tight black satin ctirr “3km 3 
on. He had heard of young but this was mrhm- 
ous. 

“So screw you then,” replied v mme, ^h-rrm hh 
ust have to find someone that has— mm hr mr r 
gonna be difficult with all these freaks am — ~ = he 
teetered off on extremely high heels. 

Jon looked around again. TV^shr he — — - 
Warren Beatty. Wasn’t sure. Then re ^.'^khh - 

and headed straight in her dhecthm 


Muffin seemed ta have =x 

with a spikey-haired reex mr mh -- 
The fact was he knew ~* t - " ^ 
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marriage to Little Marty Pearl. “The guy’s a cunt,” 
he announced dismissively. “Eight fellas?” His en- 
tire entourage nodded. “What you doin’ here any- 
way?” 

“I got married. I’m doing photographs.” 

“Naughty naked ones, eh? I always did think 
you had the best tits in the business!” 

“It’s not her tits they’re photographing any 
more,” interrupted one of the entourage. ■ “Dicta t 
you see this month’s Gore?’ 

“Missed that,” the rock star said. “Maybe I can 
get me a personal view. What you say, Muff?” 

She felt mortified. Now everyone would know. 
It was one thing doing the photos — that was bad 
enough. But to actually meet people who had seen 
them. “ ’Scuse me.” She pushed her way out of the 
group. Tears were stinging her eyes, die effect o 
the Quaaludes was wearing off. She just wanted t< 
get out of there. 

So where the hell was Jon? Where the hell w£ 
her wonderful husband? 

“What’s your star sign, lover?” A stoned re 
head had accosted Jon — squeezing between hi 
and Diana. 

“Do go away, darling” said Diana coolly. 

“You a Scorpio?” slurred the redhead. “Go 
find me a Scorpio. ’ 

“Well run along and find him somewhere el 
snapped Diana. “This one’s taken.” 

The redhead swayed away. 

“I do believe you could have had her,” Di 
smiled. “What do you think?” 

Jon grinned, “I think it’s about time I move 
with you.” 

“Oh yes? And what about your wife?” 
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“I married her in Mexico— a quick divorce— no 

aroblem.” . 

Diana surveyed him quizzically, im not going 
to marry you,” she said, an amused smile hovering 
Dn her extremely sensuous lips. _ 

“I wasn’t asking you to,” Jon replied, “but I’d 
be good for you — you know that.” 

“Hmmm . , . maybe.” 

Jon put on his best young and innocent face. 
“Don’t take too long to make up your mind — some- 
body else might snap me up ... a nice young En- 
glish lad like me ...” 

Diana laughed. “Knock it off, Jon, I am not 
impressed by the baby-faced looks.” 

Jon dropped the expression at once. Wouldn’t 
do to push it. One thing about Diana — sbe wasn’t 
dumb. 


Muffin was in the line of fire when several peo- 
ple got pushed in the swimming pool that snaked 
sinuously through the center of the house. She 
couldn’t swim, and was dragged out spluttering and 
choiring by Keeley Nova, Karmen’s Chess designer 
boy friend. He took her to a bedroom, waited while 
sbe stripped off her soaking wet clothes, and then 
leapt at her. 

“Stop it!" she objected, struggling. “I thought 
you said you were going to get me some dry 
clothes.” 

Don t you want to fuck?” he asked in surprise. 

I m not with Karmen for the length of my nose you 
know.” ' 

Honestly! snapped Muffin, wrapping herself 
in a handy bedspread. If Karmen Rush is your girl- 
friend this little scene wouldn’t exactly thrill her.” 

Where do you think she is, chicken? She’s 
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fueling her brains out with Al King right this very 

moment.” . 

Muffin widened her eyes. “Don t you xnmdr 

Keeley shrugged, “Why should I? She does 
her thing— I do mine. It's a mellow situation. Hey— 
who are you anyway?” 

“Muffin.” 

“That’s a n a m e?” 

“Have you got some clothes for me or notr 

He stood back and surveyed her, squinting 
through stoned eyes. “You'll never get into any or 
Karmens things. She’s like a stick and three feet 
taller than you.” 

“Thanks a lot” 

“You’ll have to make do with one of my sweat- 
ers and a pair of shorts. What do you do? ’ 

“I’m a model.” 

Keeley fell about laughing, “You’re a model. 
Jesusl I’d never put you into any of my clothes.” 

“In England I was the top nude photographic 
model.” 

Keeley was busy rummaging through a closet— 
- > h • her some things to put on. “No kidding? You 
interested in movie work?” 

“What kind?” Muffin asked suspiciously. 

“Beautiful stuff, sweets, I gotta friend could 
make you a star and multo bread. If you’re interest- 
ed give me a call and I’ll arrange a meet. She’d like 
you, oh yeah, she'd freak out over a baby like 
you . . .” 

Diana said, “I am going to go home. I have an 
early call, and this party is getting distinctly row- 
dy ” 

Jon grinned. He loved her clipped English ac- 
cent and prep school words. Very classy. And coa- 
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trasted beautifully with her sensuous looks. Til 
walk you out to your car,” he offered. 

"Don’t bother darling. I think I see a certain 
short person reeling out of a bedroom— dressed in a 
most peculiar outfit Isn't it your child bride?” 

Jon followed Diana's gaze. It was indeed Muf- 
fin. Christ— what was she dressed up in? He 
scowled. 

“See you tomorrow, sweetie.” Diana edged her 
way out through the crowds. 

Jon pushed his way over to Muffin and grabbed 
her roughly by the arm, “What the hell are you 
wearing?” 

TfellinthepooL” 

> “Christ! Can’t you do anything right. Come on, 
vve re getting out of here — I’ve had enough.” 



Chapter 49 

Cleo took a room at the Beverly Wilshire hotel. A j 
temporary move, far too. expensive to make it per- 
manent Not that she would even want to. It was 
decision time. Time to decide what she wanted to 
do with her life. Bumming around for six months 
had not produced any answers. 

She telephoned Russell in New York. He 
couldn’t have been more thrilled. <£ l’m flying out,’ 
he informed her. “Richard West has written a new 
book and I want to tie up the rights. I’ll be there 
tomorrow and we can discuss your future.” 

She hung up the phone thoughtfully. Yes, she 
did have a future, and it was about time she started 
looking after it. 

She surveyed her clothes: two suitcases full of 
bikinis, shirts, jeans. She needed to go shopping. She 
looked like a beach bum herself — what with the tan. 
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and the tangled mass' of jet curls. A manicure 
wouldn’t be a bad idea either, and maybe a haircut 
—get rid of all the frizz and look like a person 
again. 

She couldn’t help giggling quietly to herself. If 
her mother could see her now— the ever-elegant 
Stella. “What have you done to yourself?” Stella 
would exclaim in horror. “You look like a gypsy. And 
your skin — don’t you know what the sun does to 
your skin!” 

Russell arrived accompanied by five Gucci suit- 
cases. 

“How long are you here for?” Cleo asked n 
surprise. 

"As long as it takes to bring you back to Nev 
York,” he replied smugly. 

“I didn’t say I was coming back.” 

“You will when you hear what I have to offei 
you.” 

Oh God! She hoped to Christ it wasn’t his body. 

They went to dinner at Matteos, and Russel 
=galed her with stories of mutual friends. Tactful!) 
he waited until the coffee to mention Mike. At the 
same time Cleo observed a group of five come ii 
and settle at the next table. Three women. Twc 
men. One of the men was Daniel OneL 

She could hardly concentrate on what Russell 
was saying. For some stupid insane reason her stom- 
ach was doing flips and her mouth was dry. 

"... so die dumb bastard drinks too much, 
screws around too much — and frankly — looks dread- 
ful.” Russell paused for breath. “I don’t think helj 
ever get, over you, and who can blame him. Would 
you care for a brandy?” 

She jumped. “What?” 



, V5 -weren’t you 
KusseS pursed te Up • 

'“^^d^justu ^^” ’ * upset- 

divorces. So load every Qnel that made he 

What was it ab^t cert ^uly no matinee 

into a nervous He H e was hovering 

idol Not even a ]ach Nr 0ldi nary looking. 
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That had lasted exactly five minutes. 

Cleo moved surreptitiously to see w o 
with At that precise moment he left the tabl 

to evebalL “He-llo, he greeted 
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meeting. “How are you?” 

Suddenly she was glad she’d had her hair cut, 

bought a new dress, bothered about her appearance 
, . i “t> cln Q An’ v rtririR of anv- 


or a change. Tm tine." Sire couicmt imna ui ac- 
hing else to say. Oh God— if she couldn’t think of 
ame thing he would be gone. 

“I was just thinking . . .” 

“Er, do you know...” 

They both started to speak at the same time. 
“You first,” said Daniel, laughing. 

Cleo smiled, took a deep breath, “I was only 


voing to ask you if you knew Russell Hayes-my 
editor. Russell owns Image magazine. . 

“I don’t think we've met. Darnel shook him 
warmly by the hand. “What are you two doing nowt 
I was just going to phone my housekeeper » 
her that I’m coming back to run a movie. The ne\ 
Woody Allen. Why don t you join usr 

Daniel lived in a rented house on Benedict 
Canyon. By Hollywood movie star standards it was 
simple— but comfortable and nice— and as soon 
Cleo walked in she knew that she was gomg to stay 

• The other two couples were business. A major 
director and his girlfriend, and Lew Marffto- 
chairman of Paradox Television studios and his wie 
Doris Andrews— a movie star famed for her 

811 Russell was very impressed “I spot at least 
three exclusive interviews here, he hissed at ue • 

“See what you can tie up.” . 

She had no intention of tying anything up. an 
'wasn’t working for Russell again — not yet anyway. 

The Woody Allen movie was another gem. ueu 
laughed and tried to relax, but she was only too 
aware that Daniel was within touching distanc, 
and she wanted to touch him desperately. Angrny 
she brushed Russell's hand off her leg when he at- 
tempted to place it there. He didn’t try to put 

At the end of the movie Daniel offered In s 
Coffees. Cleo sipped hers slowly, trying to keep 
eyes off Daniel, but not succeeding. Somehow 
eyes kept on meeting and conducting a silent c 
versation of their own. Then Doris Andrews sai 
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/as tired, and the director said he was off early on a 
nation scout, and everyone started to make a 

^Daniel glanced at Cleo. “Why don't you^stay 
m ” he suggested quietly. “I'd like to talk to you, 

* “O.IC she agreed. 

“What about your friend. Shall I see it Lew can 
give him a lift?” 

“Either that or he can take my car. ^ 

“Good idea. Shall I tell him or will you?” 

Russell was not at all pleased. “I can stay witn 
you,” he insisted. 

“No,” Cleo was firm. '1 have to talk to Daniel 
alone. I promised.” 

“Talk?” sneered Russell. 

“Or fuck;” replied Cleo, suddenly angry. What 
business was it of his? 

Russell departed, angry and affronted. 

“Did he think he was going to end up in your 
bed?” Daniel asked. 

“I don't know and I don’t care” She stared at 
him, willing him over to her. 

They stood very close together, not touching, 
just having an eye to eye confrontation. 

“Did you want to stay?” Daniel asked. 

“What do you think?” 

His lips were like fire, burning down on hers, 
and creating a sensation of excitement and abandon 
that seemed to have been buried for quite some 
time. 

She wasnt aware of the clothes slipping from 

er body. But she was aware of the way his finders 
talced every outline of her form, creating exquisite 
electric shocks of ecstasy. ^ 

She struggled to get his clothes off. Tore at his 
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shirt ripped the zipper on his trousers. “I want you 
%% b%” murmured. “I’ve wanted you for 
months and months. It seems like forever. 

He touched her breasts, played with them gent- 
ly, fingered her nipples until she wanted to scream. 
She wanted to beg him to make love to her. 

She reached for his balls. It was always exciting 
feeling the body of a new man. The surprise of ea . 
penis S Whoever said they were all the same m 
talk was lying. Every one was a revelation. Size, 
texture, smell, taste. Daniel’s was but beauti- 

fully formed. No Butch Kaufman— somehow she 
knew it wouldn’t matter. r 

She knelt in front of him and took him m her 
mouth. He groaned his pleasure, then drew her head 
away, and knelt on the floor with her. Together they 
fell on the carpet, rolling over and over, laughii^ 
enioying every beautiful minute. Then he moun 
her, thmsting himself in. She rose to meet ten, 
clinging her legs tightly around his back, lmmecu 
ately she started to come. He wouldnt let her go* 
x was agony and ecstasy. Usually she needed 
’ - ■ orgasms, she couldn’t bear to be touche • 

. . i~ clung on to her, and then suddenly it was 
right again — in fact it was more than ail rig t-— 1 
was goddamn marvellous. A heightened sensation ° 
sexual energy and power. 

Daniel felt the change in her, and rolled over 
that she was on top of him. Now her mind, br 
and body concentrated on only one thing. He w 
guiding her buttocks, slow . . . slow . . . then ias 
... faster ... His cock was the greatest organ 
pleasure she had ever known. Then suddenly 
was coining again. An uncontrollable come 
swept over her in exhausting waves of intense 
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light. And she was screaming as loud as she could. 
She, who had always made love soundlessly before. 

5 Then Daniel was joining her. Squeezing her ass. 
And she could feel his glorious juices pumping into 
her. 

This wasn’t screwing. This was nirvana. 

"Oh my God!” At last he had let her go. “Oh my 
good God!” She lay on the floor inert and motion- 
less. 

“Enjoyable?” Daniel asked quietly. 

“Absolutely unbelievably!” 

He started to touch her again. 

“Enough!” she protested. 

“When you’re having fun it’s never enough.” 

“Please...” 

He didn’t listen to her objections. He brushed 
over her nipples lightly, then his fingers were be- 
tween her legs, opening her up, making way for his 
tongue which was an object of great delicacy. 

“No more . . . please ... no more . . But even 
as she said it she surrendered herself to his delicious 
probings, and when she reached orgasm for the 
third time it was incredibly gentle and beautiful 
and totally draining. 

She couldn t help herself, she drifted into sleep, 

when she awoke an hour or so later she fo un d 
that Daniel had put a cover over her and a pillow 
under her head. 


ci, sat U P> alone and suddenly embarrassed, 
bhe had wanted to talk to Daniel, eommunicate- 
^ arms like every one of his highly 
even j°™ ances P r °bably did. And it wasnl 

Now !tf a i e ~' trU ? 1 W3S Wasn>t a date at a 31 
> was Ae Secret of fck magnetism. He 

i wonderful lover— certainly the best she had 
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ever experienced. He was a sensualist, a man win 
actually liked a woman’s body and didn’t make cer 
tain plays and moves because that is what Playbot 
and Penthouse magazines told him to do. . 

It was dark in the living-room, and the flooi 
was getting to be an uncomfortable resting place 
She got up and gathered her clothes' together. Dan 
iel was asleep in the bedroom. It niggled her slight 
ly that he could just fling a cover over her and leave 
her out in the livingroom. 

She stared at him. He slept soundly, snoring 
very softly. 

She was at a loss. What to do? Crawl into bed 
with him? Or go back to her hotel? 

What would he expect her to do? Was this just 
one night of good sex, or was it the beginning of a 
relationship? 

Cleo had never felt so out of control in her life. 
Usually she called the shots. Damn Daniel. He was 
making her feel like a teenager, for crissakesl 

She decided to dress and go home. It seemed to 
\be the safest bet. And yet . . . she had a passionate 
■ & ing to pull all the covers off him and have her 
■ feast. She wanted him in her mouth, enclosed and 
warm . . . she wanted to suck the juices out of him as 
he had done to her. 

She dragged the covers down. He was wearing 
pajamas. It made him seem somehow vulnerable. 
She eased her hand into the bottoms — feeling f or 
him — playing with him until he started to come to 
life in her hand. 

She slid her head down, took him half in her 
mouth teasingly — licking and caressing with her 
tongue. 

“You’re beautiful,” she murmured. 

“I’m awake,” he mumbled. 


336 



“Good” She drew him over with her until she 
was lying on the bed and his penis was m her 

Now it was his turn to try and protest But she 
had him, her hands on his ass to prevent his escape. 

He began to pump into her mouth, but every time 
he got near the peak she forced him to withd r aw 
and wait 

“What are you doing to me!” he protested. 

She laughed softly. “Beautiful suffering. Re- 
member? You taught me, now I’ll play too.” 

When she did let him reach his climax it was an 
explosion. “Oh Jesus Christl That was the bestr he 
exclaimed. “The absolute best .” He slid down next 
to her and she fitted into his arms. 

“I’d like you to stay the night,” he said, “think 
you could manage that? 1 * 

“Yeah. I guess so. Nobody at the Beverly Wil- 
shire is going to miss me.” 

“Except maybe your friend.” 

“Russell? I told yon — he’s business not plea- 
sure” 

He hugged her. “And me?” 

“Pleasure of course. What do you think — Pm 
going to write a story about our night together?” 

1 am slightly paranoid about reporters. That’s 
why I fought getting involved with you" 

“We re involved?” 

^is hands were exploring her body again. 
WVhat do you think?” 5 

She laughed softly, suddenly very secure and 
warm in his arms. “I think I wanted you that first 
day I came to interview you.” 

“Mutual” 

rn Sh ® V s flighted. “Really? But you were so 
offhand when I called to show you the article ...” 
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“Which I quite liked,” he interrupted. 

“Why only quite?” 

“Because I just don’t like reading about myself 
period. But to get back to you . . . well, the timing 
was off ... I had Heidi to get ridof . . . 

“And a million others since.” 

“Don’t believe everything you read.” 

"Would half be a fair estimate?” ■ 

“Are you jealous?” 

“Of course I’m jealous.” 

“Don't be. Anyone to while away a lonely 
night” 

“Oh thanks ...” 

He kissed her. “Not you, idiot. I’ve been saving 
you since the day you crossed the street to avoid 
me. That’s when I knew you were the girl for me.” 

“I never even thought you saw me.” 

“I saw you— like I saw you at that abysmal 
party with Butch Kaufman. What the hell were you 
spending your time with a dumbhead like him f or r 

“Waiting for you.” And as she said it she knew 
v'. that it was true. 

Mike James found that having no live-in play* 
mate was almost as bad as having one. 

Living alone was a drag. It was peaceful, quiet, 
and very, very lonely. 

He employed a maid to come in and do the 
work. She was a tight lipped Irish lady who ap- 
peared at nine o’clock, cooked him a solitary break- 
fast, and then cleaned the apartment to horrible 
perfection. When he returned from the office in the 
evening the place smelt of disinfectant and lentil 
polish. The toilet was always filled with a white 
foam cleanser. Everything in the fridge was hygiene 
caliy sealed beneath virgin tin foil 
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He hated it He yearned for the smell of wom- 
an. Something was missing in his life, and he wasnt 
sure what Since getting rid of Annie— a nasty 
scene, she had scrawled obscenities all over his front 
door— he had dated girls carefully, and kept to his 
new r ule of not bringing them home. 

This meant evenings in their apartments if he 
wished i 



gourmet 

politan or Glamour magazine. This meant instant 
indigestion and stomach ache. This meant his sexual 
performance wasn’t up to his usual standard. This 
meant shrill girlish voices complaining. This meant 
— shit 


Mike was not leading the perfect life. 

Bussell had called to tell him he was flying to 
the coast to see Geo. 

“So?” Mike had replied shortly. “Shes nothing 
, in. my life any more. We re divorced,” 

, “Then yon wont mind if I try my luck?” Bussell 
' had replied. 

Bastard. Cleo would never look at you. Bastard. 
Mike had forced himself to remain non-committaL 
“Do what you like” 

Bussell had flown oft in high spirits, and Mike 
had sulked. 

If it wasn’t for Cleo maybe he could have settled 
down with one of his live-in playmates. But he had 
Ueo to compare them with, and, much as he hated 
to admit it, there was no comparison. 




Chapter 50 

At first Muffin could not believe that Jon would do 
such a thing to her. But as the dap passed it be- 
came increasingly obvious that the short terse note 
he had left her was true. 

She sat in their luxurious mansion and waited 
for him to come back. Oh she knew Jon had changed 
in Hollywood — they both had — but to have changed 
to such a degree that he could just dump her. Leave 
her alone to face all their debts and bills — it was 
downright crueL 

She had exactly twenty-six dollars and fifty 
cents, and that was it. Not even enough to p3y her 
fare back to England — hardly enough to keep her in 
food for more than a few dap. And the bastard had 
even taken their car — the rented Cadillac that she 
had been posing for porno pictures to keep up the 
payments on. 
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She sat and thought. There was Little Marty 
Pearl— now a big television star on a weekly spec- 
tacular with his sister— the two of them all teeth 
and smiles, they looked like a very glossy toothpaste 
commerriaL He probably wouldn’t appreciate get- 
ting a call from her. They hadn’t even spoken to 
each other since the fateful day of their snort mar- 
riage. 

Then there was his manager, Jackson. But he 
gave her the creeps, and if she asked him for help he 
would want plenty in return. She may flash for pic- 
tures, but she certainly wasn’t ready to fuck for any- 
thing. Some of her Wimbledon background stayed 
firmly with her. You had to draw the line some- 
where, . 

She couldn’t think of anyone else who might 
help her, and she realized the only thing she could 
do was pose for some more of those photographs. 
The open your legs and smile variety. 

The thought depressed her. No Jon to get her 
stoned and in the mood. No Jon to sweet talk her 
through the session. 

Rummaging through her clothes she came 
across the shorts and shirt Keeley Nova had lent her. 
She tried to remember what he had said to her. 
Something about ... make you a star ... plenty of 
money ... 

He seemed like an O.SL guy. Maybe it was 
worth a phone call After all — they hadn’t cut off the 
phone — not yet anyway. 
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sliell cry and wMne and beg me to come back, 
Believe me, it’s better this way. She’s got a lot of 
friends, she’ll manage.” 

Diana sighed. ‘You know best, darling. And 
God knows you’ve put up with so much. I think 
you’ve been a positive martyr — no other man could 
have stood it” 

Sadly Jon said, “Yes, it was tough.” And he was 
glad he’d laid it on as thickly as he had. Diana had 
been more than sympathetic to his tales of Muffin’s 
other men, drunken orgies and pornographic exhibi- 
tions. He had even shown her a picture of Muffin au 
naturel — au very naturel indeed. “I begged her not 
to pose for photos like these,” he told Diana, “but 
she just does what she wants.” 

Diana had held his hand and consoled him. 
“Move in with me, darling. No man should have to 
stand for that sort of behavior.” 

Now she was worried that maybe it had been a 
hasty move. She wanted to be certain that Muffin 
wouldn’t publicly complain. After all . . . that sort of 
publicity . . . who needed it? 

, “Turn over,” Jon said, 

“You have incredible fingers,” Diana murmured, 

. doing as he asked. 

“All the better to touch you with.” Jon shook a 
few drops of baby oil on to her stomach and started 
to massage it in. 

“Delicious!” Diana sighed luxuriously. “Who 
knew that when I got you I got the best masseur in 
town tool My God! Just think of the money 111 
save!” 

The Rush mansion was a magnificent sight in 
the daytime, sprawling along the ocean front like a 
series of white bizarre monuments. Karmen had 
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started off owning one house, and during the course 
of her fame had purchased the neighboring six, and 
joined them all together making one wide strange 
incredible mans ion. Karmen's house was almost as 
famous as she was. 

Nervously Muffin paid the cab off with the last 
of her money. She certainly hoped the trip was 
worth it Xeeley Nova had been very friendly on the 
phone. He remembered her, and when she had 
asked him if he had been serious about introducing 
her to someone who could “make her a star” he had 
laughed and said, “Sure — if you got what it takes 
you got it made. Come on by the house around four 
o'clock.” 

So here she was, pretty and pert in satin jeans 
and an off-the-shoulder frilled blouse. Her hair was 
freshly washed, and cascaded in tangly orange- 
tipped curls. Her make-up emphasized her wide 
China blue eyes, and pouting full Kps. 

Under her arm she carried a large portfolio of 
her photographs. Glamour nude stuff, none of the 
open leg variety. 

There was a long cord by the massive double 
front doors. She pulled it, and loud chimes rang out, 
and a lot of dog3 started to bark. 

After a while Xeeley appeared. “Had to chain 
the monsters up” he explained. “If they don’t like 

you . . . He shrugged, explicitly, and pantomimed a 
slit throat. 


Muffin shivered as she followed Keel ey into the 
house. He was wearing white jeans, that was all, and 
his back was covered in fresh iakm-Kke scratches. 

, , felt uneasy. There wax a strange atmo- 

sphere in the house. 

you bin r Keelev asked. 

Fine.” ' 
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"fm glad you called, took me up on what I 
said- Sit down— you wanna snort some coke? The 
lady ain't ready for you yet.” 

M uffin collapsed onto a cushion; there was no 
normal furniture as such. 

Keeley squatted down beside her and produced 
a small phial of cocaine. He tipped some carefully 
into a miniature spoon and handed it to Muffin. She 
pinched a little between her fingers and snorted it 
up her nose. It was a tickly sensation, but she had 
tried it several times before and the effect was won- 
derful. 

Keeley did the same, sighing with pleasure. 

“I brought some pictures with me...” Muffin 
ventured, handing the portfolio to Keeley. 

He leafed quickly through, the book. “You pho- 
tograph good,” he commented, “but this job is more 
than tits V ass.” She was silent How much more? 
He had mentioned making her a star, and a lot of 
money. But how? 

Suddenly a voice screamed throughout the 
house. A perfectly pitched — “Keeeeeellleeyyy!” 

He jumped to attention. “The lady is ready,” he 
,V 1 facial muscles taking off in a nervous spasm. 
“Come with me little gixL Money, fame, everything I 
said. Let’s go audition; babe. Let’s see if you got 
what the lady has been looking for.” 

It pained Jon to discover that not only did 
Diana have an agent, to whom she was pa ying tea 
percent of her earnings, but she also had a business 
manager who peeled off a further fifteen per cent! 

“Bidiculousl” Jon exclaimed. “The guy’s a rip 
off merchant.” 

“Nonsense,” replied Diana. “He’s a perfectly 
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legitimate, highly recommended, very good busi- 
nessman” 

“Who recommended himr scowled j on. 

“Daniel Onel, and he hasn’t done too badly ” 

Jon couldn’t argue with that Everyone knew 
that Daniel Onel, Diana’s current co-star, was now 
one of the richest actors in Hollywood since moving 
his base from England — land of crippling taxes. 

“I still say,” grumbled Jon, “that paying out 
twenty-five per cent of your income is a load of 
bollocks. 1 could handle your career, and it wouldn’t 
cost us a penny” 

Diana burst out laughing. "Jon darling — as a 
lover I adore you, but if you think I am foolish 
enough to put my financial affairs in your hands— 
just forget it.” 

“I did all right for Muffin,” argued Jon. 

“Oh yeah?” replied Diana, “and what do you 
both have to show for it?” 

He shut up. Couldn’t argue with the truth. It 
would take time to soften Diana up. At least he had 
a roof over his head, and all the bills were paid. But 
what to do when the next payment on the Cadillac 
became due? And how about when Diana fini shed 
the movie she was working on and wanted to go out 
at night? Somehow he did not think that Diana was 
the sort of lady who would take kindly to picking up 
the check. 


Karmen Rush lolled in the center of a huge 
triangular bed. The room was entirely black— walls, 
cushions thick fur rugs. Daylight zoomed in 
tnrough the top~there was no ceiling, just a vast 
expanse of sky. Indian sitar music drifted into the 
room xrom various hidden speakers. 
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“Not really ... I brought some pictures” She 
handed the book to Karmen, who took her time 
studying each photograph intently. Suddenly MufBn 
wished that Jon was with her. She felt out of her 
depth and very much alone. 

“I like your body” Karmen stated matter of 
factly, “slightly plump, but I like that. The audience 
will like that. Little Miss Ordinary — a girl they can 
identify with. Take your clothes off dear, and walk 
around the room for me.” 

The request was unexpected. Muffin hesitated. 

“You’re not shy, are you?” Karmen questioned 
coldly. 

“No, of course not. I just sort of wondered . . . 
well, what kind of a job am I auditioning for?” 

“A lot of money, a lot of fame. Are you interest- 
ed in those two things?” 

“Yes. ..but...” 

“We are two women here together.” Karmen’s 
voice was more gentle. “I am not regarding you as a 
piece of meat, but I must see your body.” 

Sure. Muffin’s voice sang with false bravado. 
She stood up and unzipped her satin trousers, wrig- 
gling out of them in what she hoped was an uncon- 
cerned fashion. Then the blouse, peeling it down, 
until she was totally exposed. 

Karmen stared at her. “Walk around,” she com- 
manded. 

Muffin followed her bidding, wondering why 
she telt more naked than she ever had in her entire 

Karmen observed, “short legs. 
I like your face.” 

“Not yet I need to see more ” 

More? 


Perfect breasts,” 
I like the combination. 
Can I dress?” 
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“It was a pornographic movie, wasn’t it?” Muf- 
fin asked Jon had seen it and come home laugh- 
ing. 

“What is pornography? Life is pornography. 
Our movie will be beautiful pornography. You 
will be beautiful.” Karmen stood up. “Muffin, dear, 
you will make a lot of money, I promise you that. 
You will live here in your own section of tie house 
— the movie will all be shot here. Six weeks of your 
time and instant fame. Trust me. Believe me I 
know. I will make you a star. But first. . .” 

“What?” Excitement was flooding through Muf- 
fin. She could be a star. Karmen Rush was saying so, 
and somehow she trusted her. 

“I must look between your legs. I must see if 
you are as perfect there as everywhere else. After 
all— my movie is called The Girl With the Golden 
Snatch, and it wouldn’t do to disappoint, would it 
now?” Karmen reached toward her, lightly touching 
her breasts. “Lie down, sweet little girt Let the 
audition begin.” 




Chapter 51 


At Daniels invitation Cleo moved in with him. 
She debated for some while as to whether she was 
doing the nght thing or not Straight from one actor 
to another. Surely that wasn’t a wise move? 

But no way could anyone possibly compare 
Daniel and Butch. They were so utterly different. 
Butch had been a resting space while she recovered 
her strength. Daniel was a whole new life. Besides 
which, she loved Oaniel, a fact which was painfully 
nice. Since Mike there had been no one that she had 
contemplated sharing her life with — on a permanent 
basis that Js. Now there was DanieL 

She lelt reborn. Happy, enthusiastic, and ready 
to work again. Only after a six month lay off she was 
not exactly in demand. Of course there was always 
RusselL She hadn’t seen him since her first night with 
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Daniel — tie tad checked out of the hotel, flown 
back to New York, and left her an uptight note. 

Image magazine could no doubt hand her some 
interesting assignments in Los Angeles, and she was 
so ready to work. Daniel was out all day on the 
movie he was shooting — and three weeks of wander- 
ing around Beverly Hills alone, and catching after- 
noon movies, was almost as stupefying as the beach. 

The evenings and weekends compensated. Dan- 
iel was an exciting companion. Witty, informative, 
inquisitive, and cn arming. Never boring, always 
alert and interesting and amusing. 

And of course there was the love-making. Long 
drawn out evenings of discovering each other’s bod- 
ies all over again. Passionate hours of sheer sensual 
delight. Daniel was a master — the master. 

Cleo phoned Russell early on a Monday morn- 
ing. She timed the call to catch him as he entered the 
office — New York time being five hours later. 

He tried to be cool, but she knew he was secret' 
ly pleased. 

“I’d like to do some exclusives,” she suggested, 
i “Any ideas?” 

“Had your fling with that senile actor?” Russell 
had to be snide. 

"He's only eleven years older than you.” 

“And twenty years older tha n you,” Russell re- 
torted quickly. 

“Let’s drop the subject, Russ. I’m in no mood 
for an argument.” 

“No argument-just advice.” 

“No^ thanks.” 

“He’s a three-time-married loser neurotic bum. 

“So are you, but we’re still friends — right? Now 
— what do you have for me?” 
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Russell sighed, and promised to phone her back 

vith some suggestions. , , 

She knew that he would, and sure enough he 
vas on the phone again within an homx ^ _ 

“Richard West,” he suggested. ^Tneyre making 
i film of Sex— an Explanation. Fd like to have his 
houghts on the way they are going about it. You 
enow the sort of stuff I want — is the writer getting 
(crewed as usual etc. Sort ot a sex expert Josepa 
tVambaugh.” 

“Did Richard West do his own screenplayr 

“I think he worked on a couple of drarisF 

Cleo laughed dryly. “I thought Sex— an Expla- 
nation, was a sort of sexual textbook. Do tell — 
what’s the plot?” 

“That’s for you to find out. You want the as- 
signment?” 

“Sure. Anything else?” 

“Your old boyfriend — Butch Kaufman. Thar 
should be an easy one for you.” 

“I interviewed Butch already — in the Big Bed 
Wolf series. Remember?” 

Russell indulged in a short coughing St, then, 
“Of course I remember — that series pulled in more 
readers letters than the office could cope with.” 

“So? Why Butch?” 

Because if you read.your morning papers cut 
there, you would see that Butch Kaufman has 
signed for a movie called Surf Stud, and that his 
co-star is his thirteen -year-old sister, Yinnie. Gecd 
stuff, Cleo, and you do have an inside tr ack ” 

Oh boy- -if he uoly knew what an inside tr ack! 

Id like fifteen hundred words on B~ West 

Wh os 

Butch and his sister. 
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the personal side insisted. It was a confidence be- 
tween lovers. But still... it was tempting.... 

Daniel was exhausted but loving. Only two 
more days on the movie,” he said, "then I thought a 
short vacation before the next. How about the Ba- 
hamas? Ever been there?” 

It hadn’t occurred to C3eo that once she started 
working again Daniel might not be working himself. 
Actors, between movies, were what is politely 
known as a pain in the ass. Worried about the film 
they had just completed. Worried about the one 
they were about to do. 

Daniel, of course, would be different 


for?” 


“That would be lovely,” Cleo said. “How long 
* 


“Ten days, a conple of weeks.” He was peering 
in the mirror studying his face. 

“Guess what I did today?” Geo asked brightly. 

“Got any tweezers, luv?” 

“Er..,yes.” She found him the tweezers and 
began again. “Daniel? Do you know what I did 
today?” 


Industriously he started to pluck away at some 
hairs on the bridge of his nose. “What?” 

I ... I went hack to work.” 

Somehow Daniel tweezering at his face, irritat- 
ed her. I called Russell, told him I was ready, 
and...” J 


^Did you ever make love to him?” 

J-Vhat? No — of course not. I told you that ” 

. Why call him? There are plenty of other maga- 
zmes ~^ os Angeles— People — Newsweek . . .” 

1 know. But well ... I have a special connec- 
tion with /mage.” 

Daniel laughed sarcastically. “Yes. I realize 
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tiiat Stoically lie continued to pluck at his eye- 

“For crissakes,” Cleo snapped, cant you do 

that in the bathroom?” . , 

He stopped abruptly, threw the tweezers at her, 

and walked out of the room. . 

She was stunned Followed him through to the 
living-room. “What’s the matter with you? „ 
“Me?” he shouted in reply. More like you. 

“I don’t shave my legs in front of you. I, cant 
heln it if I think some things should be private. 
P “Christ almighty! What kind of a sanctimonious 

statement is that!” w 

“I believe in being honest. 

“Yes? So why don’t you admit you made it witn 

Russell Hayes?” 

“Oh Daniel! How many times do^you want me 
to tell you? I didn’t. You know I didn’t ” 

“Sure.” 

Suddenly they were embroiled in a screaming 
row. Their first argument, and so ridiculous a 
after they had screamed themselves out / 

\ couldn’t help laughing, and then they were touc ■ 
ing, and peeling each other’s clothes off. Sudae ) 
they were both caught up in the intensity of eU 
love-making. w . 

“We have something special together. Dam 
whispered softly, when they lay moist and warm 1 
each other’s arms. . 

“Yeah, a passion for the floorl” gigged ^ 
“Can’t we try a bed for a change?” . . 

“Let’s get married,” Daniel suggested qme )• 
“We could do it in the Bahamas next week I p r0 
ise you we’ll spend our honeymoon in a bed! ^ 

Cleo was more than surprised. She hadn t co 
sidered marriage with Daniel. She hadn’t conside 
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Hie next morning she threw away her supply of 
birth control pills. In the heat of the moment, the 
night before, Daniel never had answered her, but 
she was sure it was the right thing to do. A baby was 
a far more personal bond man a marriage contract 

Dr. Richard West did not resemble the ordi- 
nary-looking, unassuming, middle-aged man that 
Cleo had met in Russell's office nearly a year pre- 
viously. He had changed considerably. Gone was 
the short sandy hair. Gone was the heavy body. 
Gone were the unstylish clothes. The only thing that 
seemed to have remained were the Mick Jagger lips. 
Somehow they looked more at home in a deeply 
tanned face, the eyes obscured by tinted shades. A 
heavy beard covered bis chin, and his hair — now 
incongruously blond streaked — grew thick and long. 
He was wearing white tennis shorts and a Tee shirt, 
all the better to show off long tanned legs, and 
nicely muscled arms. 

“Hi there,” he greeted, “good to see you again. 
Come on in and pop a few vitamin pills.” 

\ Gone was the charming reticence. California 
, > > 1 the whole success trip could nfoim yet another 
. • ctim. 

I hardly recognized you,” Cleo confessed, over 
a breakfast of prunes, yoghurt, wheat germ, and 
rose hip tea. “You must have lost at least twenty 
pounds?' 

‘ I got my body together along with my head," 
Richard confessed. “I shed thirty-two pounds of un- 
necessary body weight, and forty-two years of un- 
mitigated garbage from my mind. I am a hew man. 
In tune with my real needs for the first time in my 
life” 

Cleo sipped at the rose hip tea? it didn’t taste 
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a at all “DO you still see Giuuy Sndtot. 

KfS "oiSdered to oiud, Just to 
-enitals.” » 

1 S'CSSi-'gf ti T Z 

bound The Inner Brain, Tell me Cleo, y 
ver taken acid?" L niicp hva hours later 



lid have a wonderful interview, — - 
V ait to write it. What a number she could do on 

iim-a real tongue in cheek piece. da 

She wished that Butch wasnt on &e agenda 
next, because her mind was alive with ideas. But 
still, it was all on tape— and later she could let it aLt 
pour out Bussell was right. He knew her. He knew 
that once she got excited about something there w 

site felt exhilarated as she drove toward the 
jach. Suddenly her life seemed to be fitting into 
lace, Daniel. Work. A baby. She felt alive again, no 
mger a stupified beach bum. 


Butch regarded her through slitted blue eyes, 
lis little hoy hurt expression prominent. ‘ You let me 
lown” he whined, “takm’ off without so much as a 
fast goodbye.” 

Funny, when they had lived together she had 
never actually noticed the whine in his voice. But it 
was there, coming through loud and dear. 

“I did plenty for you,” Butch continued. *T took 
teal good care of you. Got you away from that 
v *chmuck you were married to. Gave you a home and 
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not forget you wante f,™L ^ y ® u took pity on. 
you. X was not some charity case yo y itb 

You came to Rome and asked me to move 

you. No ties on either side. Plenty oiu b 
member?’ whyn’t you move back? 

We 

in’, so she won’t be around to bug you. wn j 
say? Shall we give it anodrercrae Vinnie she was 

Cleo shook her head. “It wasn ^y“ ’ 0 n 
maybe the catalyst— but I was lea y every tbin< 
Us face it Butch-we gave each 
we had^to give — and I'm sony-for me 

e “° a Meh made a face. “First time a woman w* 

out on me in my Ufe. ^ "There 

Cleo touched him lightly on ^ 

always a first time. You know we wouM ^ 

\ made it as a permanent fixture. Can 

^ His face cracked into a grin. “Occasional 1 

She grinned back. “X don't tbbak s°- 1 ^ 
mind more of a brother-sister deal Wo ^ 

nice for you to have one female you di 

obliged to screw?” , » 

®‘Hey, that’s not such an um er bad idea. 

“You could tell me all your problems. 

“Yeah, can I start now?” «w P \\ ' 

Cleo indicated her tape machine. ^ - 
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ia t, give me an interview first, then 111 give you 

hour problem time. Deal? 55 ’ ' 

“You always were a classy lady. I gotta say this, 
len you dump a guy at least you do it with style! 55 

Butch loved talking about himself. It was, with- 
it a doubt, his favorite pastime. He had a carefully 
? rked out interview persona, but with Cleo he was 
ore natural and genuinely at ease. After six months 
: living with him she knew most of his views on 
mrything from the Pope to Carter. What she 
:anted from him were some provocative quotes. 

Halfway through the interview he grabbed her 
i that old familiar way. “Let's screw, 55 he suggested, 
for old times’ sake.”' 

“Let’s not. I’m working.” 

“I just cancelled the interview.” 

“Cancel your hard-on instead. We’re at the 
;ood friends stage. Remember?” 

If I don’t, I know you’ll er um remind me. 
ley— whats with the rumor about you and Onel?” 

She clicked off the recorder. “Where did you 
lear that? 55 


Butch laughed. Can’t keep secrets in this town, 
t hear you moved in with him.” 

“So?” 

Dont get defensive with me, lady. I fust 

^Hat> ve he was 

whv'rtLT” ai K r a bi s hom y stud !&e you— 

oy ieU wouli 1 at a guy like Darnel 


“Somethin’ like that” 

She smiled, a special smile. “That? r-. ■<-- 

y°u can’t find out” * ^ icC: 

Yeak " Butci ma <3e a face. “So is' s a „ 0 , 

O- 
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actor— that don’t mako for iho perfect relationship. 
Now you and X, wo had somethin' dilloront, Like 
really mellow mid steady. I . . 

Vinnio interrupted them. Shu appeared on the 
slatted deck and planted herself firmly between 
them. She was wearing sawed-oif jeans that clung 
like second skin, and a skimpy halter top barely 
concealing iter pubescent breasts. 

“You gonna interview mo or not?” sliu de- 
manded. “I gotta date, X can give you flftuuu minutes 
then I gotta split.” 

Butch chuckled proudly, “She's u star already” 
He tapped her on tiro bottom. ''Watch lito way you 
talk to this lady.” 

Vinnie threw him a scathing look, “fl o toll yea 
about the new girl living boro now? Oulafillol Big- 
gest tits I ever saw, and she's only nineteen. Must 
make you feel kinda ancient.” 

“Will you shut up,” Butch tnlotrupiwl, “^oU 
• >need your ass spanked. 

a Vinnie gave him a challenging look. “Voir go a- 
I do it, daddy dear?" 

Butch stood up. “She’s aJI your a," ho imhi to 
Cleo. "Try to get some sense out of her— you knov/ 
she’s not as smart as she makes out. SWtf fouliy Just 
a sweet — urn — er — misunderstood Htth t/Jtl" 

Vinnie rolled her eyes heavenward "What gar-' 
bagel" 

Butch v/inked at Cleo and headed for the 
house. “See you later.” 

Vinnie slouched into hb chair, “WduT he toil 
you?” she pursued. 

“Tell me what?” asked Cleo, Inoe/dng a irvth 
tape into her portable machine. 

“ ’Bout his mew piece of gash." 

“I love your vocabulary/' 


“She’s gorgeous." 

“Good” 

“Aren’t you mad?” 

“Why should I be?” 

Vinnie shrugged. “1 don’t know. Don t you love 

k^Cleo burst out laughing. “Vinnie! Where on 
earth did you learn great big sentimental words like 

love?” „ 

Vinnie scowled. “Don’t make fun of me. 

For the first time Geo felt a sense of compas- 
sion for the objectionable child woma n . The girl 
actually had feelings. “I’m not making fun of you. 
Just relax, Vinnie. Let’s talk. Let’s see if we can get 
some communication going here ” 

Two hours later Vinnie was still taSdiig. It ap- 
peared that nobody had ever listened to her before. 
Mommy was pretty, rich, and spoiled, and into men 
and group sex. Daddy was the big movie star who 
patted her on the head and thought she was cute as 
hell but for crissakes don’t tell anyone she was his 
daughter. 

Vinnie was the classic case or too much too 
soon. Now she was to become a movie star herself, 
and Cleo had no doubt that the child would create a 
very successful world out of celluloid fantarv. 

‘Sure, I’ll be a star,” Vinni e said. “I g;ot the 
looks. I got the talent. Tatum Jodie ca"'- go male. 
I’m gonna be the biggest” 

^Yes, Cleo agreed. “I think you will be.” 

Hey.” Vinnie s usually sullen expressicr. bright- 
ened. “You ain’t half bad, you knew that? This bim- 
bo he’s moved in is dense, but a real -chans Shell 
last five minutes. You gonna move back?” 

Slowly Cleo shook her head. If me >ab ^ 
one thing in life it was that there w- r r 
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of him talking to his housekeeper. He was . being 
petty. He would just have to understand about her 
work. After all, when he was reading a script, si- 
lence had to prevail. That he had made very clear 
right from the beginning. And if one of his old 
movies was on television the only time you could 
breathe was in the commercial. 

She contemplated following him to the kitchen 
and making peace. But then she would never get 
back to the typewriter, and it would only take her 
another hour or so — and goddamn it — working 
again was such a kick 
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Chapter 52 

It was not the ordeal Muffin expected it to be. She 
had left the rented house, packed up her two suit- 
cases and just moved out. Straight in with Karmen, 
Keeley, and the monster dogs. Straight into the title 
role of The Girl with the < Golden Snatch. 

Karmen said her qualifications were the most 
perfect she had ever seen. “She should know,” Kee- 
ley said. “She’s bin auditioning for six months.” 

Muffin had thought the matter out as best she 
could. She was alone in Hollywood. Jon had aban- 
doned her. She had no money. What choice was 
there really? 

Karmen offered her a place to live. A starring 
role in a movie. Money. Friendship. 

Of course it was a porno movie. But if she 
showed everything in photographs for a little bit of 
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money— then why not show it in movies for 
lot? 

She had made her decision, and within a day < 
auditioning had moved into the Malibu mansion. 

She was given her own room, the run of tl 
house, and a script to study. 

When she read the script she almost change 
her mind. The storyline was familiar. Girl mee 
boy. Loses boy. Gets boy in the end. In between gi 
goes to Hollywood to make her fortune and ge 
propositioned by everyone and everything from 
midget stuntman to a Great Dane dog. The point ( 
the story was the girl maintains her sweet innocenc 
throughout every one of her ordeals. 

The other point was every ordeal would be she 
in detail. Every detail. Close up detail. 

“Don’t worry ’bout a thing,” Keely assured he 
“I’ll set you up so good you won’t care what youi 
doing. In fact you’ll get a kick out of it.” 

True to his word on the first day of shooting h 
greeted her with a combination of pills that mad 
her feel absolutely incredible. 

Karmen had a studio built on to the side of he 

■ and most of the film was to be shot there. Sh 
had assembled a small crew of professionals— an 
Muffin established immediate rapport with them. I 
two days of shooting she didn’t have to remove on 
item of clothing, and by the time she did have t 
she felt she was among old friends. 

Karmen was so encouraging and supportive. Aj 
ways praising her, making her want to ao better. " 
love your accent,” she would say. “Just a little mor 
emphasis when you say no in that scene. That’s i 
sweetheart — that’s exactly what I want. Clever girl.” 

Somehow Muffin slipped naturally into the rok 
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bid when the time came to indulge in things sne 
iad only ever indulged in in private— well strangely 
enough it was enjoyable. It was a turn-on. It w 

“You’re beautiful” Karmen never tired of tell- 
ing her, “a little golden puppy dog.^ Do you realize 
how many guys are going to fall insanely in love 


with you?” 

Muffin hadn’t thought about that. 

Revealing herself to so many men . . . and all of 
them horny . . . and wanting her . . . her . . . her. 

She giggled at the thought 

Halfway through the movie Karmen summoned 
her to her bedroom one night She lay back in the 
big bed thoughtfully pulling on a joint “Keeley and 
I thought you deserved some fun. You’ve been work- 
ing so very hard little one, we thought you should 
relax. 

Muffin shivered. She had been expecting them 
to approach her, but it was still a surprise. 

Come here,” said Karmen lazily. “That’s if you 
want to. No one around here is going to force you to 
do anything you don’t want to.” 

Muffin did want to. Very much. 

Keeley walked out of the bathroom. True to his 
original boast Karmen was not with hipp for the size ' 
of his nose. 


Muffin glanced at him and quickly looked 
away. 

Karmen smiled, a very knowing s mil e. 

“Shall I tell Keeley to go?” she asked softly. 
Muffin nodded. 


Diana Beeson was a bitch. Jon found that out in 
o uncertain terms. And what was worse was the 
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fact that she was an intelligent bitch. He eouldn 
talk her round, string her along, or get her to d 
anything she didn’t want to. 

He had moved in with her, and she expecte 
service with a smile. '“Go to the supermarket, Jon 
“Fill the car up." “Go buy the trades." "Fetch m 
cleaning.” '"Walk the dog.” Instead of moving in c 
her manager and taking over, he was chief gofe 
And he didn’t like it. It was not what he had had i 
mind. Apart from which he had no money and sh 
was as tight as the proverbial ,drum. 

It occurred to him that he had better move oi 
But where to? It was no good going until he ha 
something better lined up. The way things werf 
staying with Muffin would have been better tlia 
this. He wondered briefly how Muffin was makin 
out. His guilt was minimal at abandoning her. Sh 
would be alright. All she had to do was call u] 
Jackson and he would come running — he had al 
ways had a hot nut for Muffin. And she could dt 
worse than Jackson. 

“Jon!” The sound of Diana’s impatient call fron 
the bedroom. “Come and zip me up, sweetie, wil 
you. And do hurry, otherwise we’ll be late, and yoi 
know how I hate being the last to arrive.” 

Another boring party. Now that Diana’s movi< 
was finished she wanted to go out every night Slit 
loved the parties, the attention she always received 
the propositions from the local stud talent. And Jox 
trailed behind her, the unknown idiot, boyfriend o 
the star. It was not a role he was happy in. But unit 
something better came along it would have to do. 

Muffin had never imagined herself involved in a 
sexual relationship with a woman. Oh sure— slit 
knew all about it. You were not a model in London 
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without finding out a thing or two about life Some 
of the girls had been very dykey— fed up wttn 
randy, gabbing men. Extolling the virtues of how 
different a female liaison could be bad been one o 

tbeir main topics of conversation. 

Muffin remembered a certain location tnp to 
Spain where Erica and Kamika bad indulged rig 
in the same room as berl “Come and join in. Erica 
had urged. But Muffin knew that if Jon ever found 
out he would kill her. Anyway- — the idea just did 


not appeal. 

With Karmen it was a whole different trip. Kar- 
men, with her broody Egyptian eyes, and thin erotic 
body. 

Karmen, with her low enticing voice and scent- 
ed black bedsheets. 

Karmen excited Muffin as much as any man 
ever had. And the things she did in bed surpassed 
anything any man had done to her. 

Muffin felt more protected and loved than she 
had felt in her entire life. 

When the movie was finished Karmen threw a 
big party to celebrate. First she took Muffin on a 
shopping trip to celebrate, and they glided through 
Beverly Hills, along the Strip, and to several ob- 
scure exciting clothes boutiques, in Karmen’s all- 
black Mercedes. Karmen was treated like a Queen 

by all and sundry, and she played the part to the 
hilt ' r 


Keeley travelled with them, dancing atten- 
dance, jumping at Karmen’s every wish. 

Muffin enjoyed every second of it Because she 
was with the Karmen Rush, she too was treated with 
reverence and respect Suddenly she was somebody 
again. It was great and she loved it 

Just wait,” Karmen husked. “Within months 
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they’ll all know who you are. They’ll be asking foi 
your autograph. Just you wait, little sweet thing 
and you’ll see how right I am.” 

Jon was surprised to see Muffin at the Karmet 
Rush party. She looked good too, prettier anc 
bounder than he had seen her in ages. 

He hoped she wouldn’t spot hi m , didn’t want £ 
whole big scene. Diana would not appreciate that 
Diana liked to keep a low profile as far as he) 
personal life was concerned. So low in fact that in £ 
recent cover story in People she hadn’t even men 
tioned his existence. Bloody marvellous. What wa: 
he — the invisible man? After all he was living with 
the bitch. 

“Is that wifey pie I spot hovering around the 
great Karmen?” Diana questioned. 

“Where?” asked Jon insincerely. 

Diana raised an eyebrow. “Right in your line oi 
vision, darling. The one with the boobs.” 

“Oh yeah,” Jon agreed, with a suitable note oi 
surprise in his voice. 

“Are you going to talk to her?” 
i “Why should I? I’m divorcing her, aren't I?” 

Diana shrugged. “Do what you like, it makes no 
difference in my file.” 

It bloody wouldn’t. Why couldn’t she be jeal- 
ous like normal people? He looked around the room 
searching for Jackson. Better make peace with hi® 
about running out on the rent for the house. He 
couldn’t see him. Oh well. . . . 

Diana had drifted independently off as usual. 
Jon turned sharply and collided with a woman. I)) 0 
drink she was carrying spilled down her ample 
cleavage. "Oh shit!” she said sharply. 

Jon recognized her at once. She was April 
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Crawford, a fiftyish movie star of past glory — re- 
cently and very publicly divorced from her fifth 
husband- ' 

Why dont you goddamn look where you’re 
going?” April snapped. 

Sorry/ said Jon quickly, turning on the boyish 
look and English accent full wattage. “Can I get vou 
another drink?” 6 7 

April looked him over— a sharp head to toe 
scrutiny. Her face relaxed into a smile. “Why not? 

Double scotch on the rocks. Light on the rocks— 
and why don't you join me?” xucks— 

least It ^ ? at ” I 0n re P Hed quickly. At the very 
ast he could get a cover picture out of it aJ7i 

news. He Sd h T\^ d w ould be, 

fetch itto you.” Y d ° Dt Y 0U Sit d ™» and I’ll 

“Yeah,” replied April, winking, “why don’t I.” 
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Chapter S3 


Daniel suffered from depressions. In the Bahamas 
Cleo got her first taste of his illness. He took to his 
bed for almost the entire trip, just lying there and 
gazing into space. 

At first Cleo tried to joke him Gut of it “Come 
on, get up. If you don’t get a suntan people will 
think we spent our entire time here screwing!? 

No response. Daniel was totally tmccmmirnica- 

tive. 


She tried sympathy. He responded to that al- 
right He burst into racking sobs and didn’t stop for 
an hour. " 

. . She hied anger. “Bor crissakss get up. What is 
this crapr 

In the end she just left him alone. As seen as 
; «h© stopped taking any notice of him h= c^tupT 
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“I get these black attacks” be told her solemn 
ly. “I just can’t do anything. Can’t function at alL” 

“What about when you’re working?” Cleo askec 
crisply. 

“Funny, it doesn’t seem to happen then.” 

“ Hmmmn . . She was sceptical. 

Once up again, Daniel was his usual charming 
self — and they were out and about playing golf 
sw immin g, snorkling, eating delicious dinners undei 
the stars, and gambling. 

His good humor lasted exactly two days, anc 
then a new problem arrived. He became impotent 
After two nights of incredible lovemaking he sud 
denly couldn’t get it up. 

“Don’t worry,” Cleo soothed, “it’s nothing. Hap 
pens to everyone some time or other.” 

“Yes — you would know that,” Daniel raged 
“How many lovers have you had? Fifty? A hun- 
dred? Two hundred?” 

“Including you, five actually” Cleo replied 
calmly. “And how about you? How many Princesses 
movie stars, and other transient ladies have passed 
through your talented hands?” 

'£\ In no time at all they were in the middle of ar 
; \ insult-throwing row. They seemed to be getting 
rather adept at arguments. 

By the next day Daniel’s good humor had 
returned along with his hard-on. They made long 
leisurely love in the morning, and then sat out by 
the pool. Everything was fine until Daniel accused 
Cleo of flirting with the pool boy — a finely muscled 
lad and all of eighteen. Cleo, of course, denied it 
But they were soon embroiled in another fight, and 
right in the middle of it all Cleo found herself 
thinking — What the hell do I need this for? This 
guy is nuts. Jealous. Insecure. Petty. She left hi® 
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alone in the hotel for the aftsnmcn end went off on 
her own. When she returned he was full oi apolo- 
gies. , 

They dined in the hotel restaurant, and in the 
middle of their dinner a vacuous pretty blond came 
and sat herself down. She was Swedish, introduced 


herself as Ingmar, smiled patronizingly at Cleo, 2nd 
proceeded to hold a lengthy and inrrmats conversa- 
tion with D2nIeL 

Suddenly Cleo realized what was going on. 
Shades of darling ex-Mike. Ingmar featured the 
same self-satisfied smile as Susan big tits used to 
wear. Ingmar had recently been laid, and with a 
burning anger Cleo realized that it was by Daniel, 
that very afternoon. “You sonafabitehT she hissed, 
pushing her chair away from the table and getting 
up. “You bastardT 

“Whats the matter, darling?” Daniel ashed in- 
nocently. 

‘Don’t give me that shrtr Sim stalked back to 
their suite. Daniel soon followed. 

Cleo was packing. Throwing her things into a 
suitcase with venom. 


I don’t understand . . Daniel began. 

/I thought you at least were different ... but 
you re all the same, the whole bloody lot of you.” 

Cleo. What am I supposed to have done?” 
Daniel stood there misunderstood and confused. 

“You know what That . . . that . . . person. You 
gave her one didn’t you? This afternoon, right in 
this very room.” 


Daniel started to laugh. “Of course not How 
could you possibily think that?” 

Angrily Cleo glared at him. “Sixth sense. I’m 
not an idiot you know.” 

Baby, baby, baby.” He put his arms around 
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her “Sixth sense indeed! What kind of an opinion 
d^youCe of me anywav? Do you Mr**! 
would do a tiling lilce that to you? He was stm 

laughing, and f y^Jlfj 

toward his crotch. “Here, feel this, its yours 
yours. If it goes anywhere else youTl he the 

teOV “Oh Daniell” She could feel her anger fus- 
ing. She touched his face softly. It had been 

ndie^ous&oug fcjjide her 

within moments she had forgotten all about Ingm 

^ttwtaStlg. But it was also more. She 
loved Daniel. Depression, moodiness, jealousy, 
all. She really loved him. 

“Dynamite!” Russell shouted down the phone. 
“The piece on Butch and Vinnie is a gem- _ 
running it as the cover story next issue. W 
you been? I’ve been trying to contact you for 

weeks.” „ 

“The Bahamas. Daniel wanted a rest 
:>. “You might let me know when you just take o* 
■’ In-house reaction on your two stories is so str 8 
that everyone in the goddamn place is coxnzag o 
with ideas on who you should do next Wna 
want to do is make your piece a regular spot y 
know what I mean, a two or three page m-aep 

interview. I think ...” , ^ „ 

“Hang on Russ, I don’t want to be tied to 

we e Wy<thmg^ J te]1 yOU the £ ee involved. 

Now, can you fly here and discuss everythingr 
She was tempted. “When?” 

“Soon as possible.” 


“I'll call you back on It 

it” Though tog 

bad? S?e grinned to herself. She would have to find 
out. Beingpregnant was a wliole new experience 

Daniel lay out by the tennis court reading 
scripts. Now she had things to tell bim. But telling 
him about the baby had to be a very specid mo- 
ment She would savor the news to herself until the 


time was right. . , 

“Hey — guess what?” she said, squatting on the 

grass beside him. 

“What?” mumbled Daniel, immersed in a 


script 

“Image loves the stuff I did — they want to offer 
me all sorts of money to write a weekly interview 
piece.” 

“That’s nice.” 

“Its more than nice. They want me to fiy to 
New York to discuss terms and things.” 

Daniel placed the script carefully on the grass. 
"Who is they? That pimped-up editor or whatever 
he is?’ 


1 “Well Bussell runs the show 
“Why don’t you tell me the 
I know you’ve slept with him.” 

I haven t. I keen cn tei 
sighed, “And anyway, even if T 
would it make?’’ 

Daniel got up. “So vcnhaw 
^No I haven’t.” ' 

Go to New York,* Dana 

whatyouwanttodo.” ' 

“I would like to... 3 








"So go. I wont stop you.’ , fc 

"But I don’t want you to mincL wny j 

°” “fhle New York. How long will you be goneT 

Daniel foiled up the pile of scripts and headed 

101 "oUowed to * /Youto 

you? I have to work, its ^P ort ^ tting 

3SSddU if I* ^^^Whvdor ?tw!r 

married— well,Iwasdunkino--' J , think we 

“What happened to your X don t 
should spoil everything by getting 

changed my mind. I love you. X havemy 
reasons which you 4l be the first to know about 
"Tell me.” 

"When I get back. 

“When are you going , . Tomorrow 

“I thought the sooner the better, lomon 

morning, and I’ll be back before you know it. 

Russell said, “Cleo’s coming into town ” 

Mike concentrated on the ball. They P 

mg squash— a weekly game they had to ge • d 

“What happened to the old actor r P 

CaSU n y dont know, maybe he’s sbll around. But 
Cleo is definitely into working again. 

"For ^the magazine. Did you read her cover 

story on the Kaufmans? . word 

. “No,” lied Mike. He had devoured every 

of it. She was writing well. He wished she ^ 
tie wished that she had faded into obscurity. 
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didn’t want to be reminded of ms osmmm 
crent woman who had once been mis wns. , 

g “Great staff; said Bussell, skxnjnmg a she. , 
against the wall "She seems to have acquired a • 

sharp edge she never had before. , i 

“She always had a sharp edge, said Muse bit- 
terly, “only she kept it well hidden*” [ 

“Don’t he bitter,” chided Russell “It’s about ; 

tim e the two of you were friends.” 

“Let’s quit” Mike threw his racket down none 
too gently. “I need a drink ” 

“We have the court for another fifteen min- 
utes,” protested Russell 

“So play with yourself. I’ve had it.” 

Mike left Russell at the sports club and went to 
a bar where a lot of the models and photographers 
hung out He was too early, the place was nearly 
empty. 

He needed a little company. He needed a little 
fucking. 

He moved on to another bar used by the show 
business group. And who should he run into but 
Ginny Sandler, all girlish blond curls and plump- 
ness. 

Mike!” she squealed, as if London had never 

happened. “One day in this town and I bump into 
y oul" 

Ginny had moved to Los Angeles, and was an 
extremely powerful and important agent Mike had 
read about her success in the trades. 

You look wonderful, Ginny,” he said, eyeing 
ner opulent boobs escaping from the confines of a 

hardly buttoned silk shirt. 

She introduced him to the group she was with 

and ordered him a drink 


mg a 
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ve mujfemt exclusive? It’s all been arranged. 

‘But that’s so far ahead ... . . 

“So what? Now you’re back in action you dont 

an to fade away again do you?” 

Slowly Geo shook her head. Daniel was just 
oing to have to accept the fact that he was many- 
ig a working girl 


So much happened in such a short tune, that 
>efore Geo knew it a week had passed. Russell 
vanted her to do an on-the-spot interview with a 
leposed foreign king, and she could hardly turn 
that down. Then a top book publisher requested a 
meeting and offered her a hefty advance to do a 
book of interviews on prominent people. It was an 
offer she could hardly refuse. Then Womens Wear 
Daily wanted to do a story on her . 

Everyone loved the Butch and Vinnie piece, 
and publicists were calling Image saying that this 
celebrity and that celebrity would like to be inter- 
viewed by Cleo James. 

It all just seemed to come together at once. 
w “My celebrity reporter,” Russell grinned. 

Someone on the magazine will have to interview 
you next" 


She called Daniel to explain. Each phone cal 
tos voice grew colder and colder. After- three day 
e felt a bit silly telling him every day she woul 
be back the next. So she decided to just ride wit 

le g make lt U P t0 Daniel 

babv tTu* ^ beard a bout tl 

u t ; V/eU ^ W be would be as thrift 
« she was. Meanwhile New York was such k 
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Visiting old restaurants, new shows, boogieing 
Studio 54 with a young gay copywriter from t 
magazine. 

Russell drove her- to the airport Her book co 
tract was signed and sealed, and a six month co 
tract with Image. She felt great.- But she missi 
Daniel, and couldn’t wait to surprise him with i 
her good news. 

At the airport Russell suggested magazines ai 
candy, and that was aU he had suggested the who 
trip. It was a relief. At last she could really ret 
with him. A newspaper headline caught her eye. 
caught her eye because it was accompanied by 
photograph of Daniel. He was not alone in the ph 
to. He was with Swedish Ingmar from the Bah 
mas. 

Calmly Cleo purchased the paper — the heai 
line was enough to give her the whole story. 

ENGLISH ACTOR DANIEL ONEL WEDS 
SWEDISH HEIRESS IN SECRET CEREMONY 

Silently Russell took her arm. “Shall we forgt 
'about the plane?” 

Dumbly she nodded. 

Goddamn Daniel. Was he that insecure that h 
couldn’t have waited a few extra days? 



Chapter 54 

Karmen was more excited about The Girl With the 
Golden Snatch than any of the multi-milhon-dollar 
epics she had starred in. The film was her baby, and 
she nursed it carefully through every stage. 

The finished product was everything she had 
hoped for. It had comedy and humor, an interesting 
story, and the best looking cunt in Hollywood. Muf- 
fin was sensational. When she opened her legs for 
the close-ups every man in America was going to 
fall instantly in love. 

Karmen was delighted, only sorry that she was 
unable to attach her name to it A porno movie 
directed by Karmen Rush would guarantee disaster 
for her public image. Of course it was not exactly a 
tecret, people in the business knew— Natasha 
Mount-credited as director— was Karmen Rush, It 
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aon 


He slid his arm around her wiast. “You nee 
looldng after. Ive missed you like crazy. I was nu 
t 0 go— I just had this stupid idea that you’d manag 
better without me — and you did.” 

"And I still can.” She moved away from hin 
swigging from the can of Seven-Up. 

• “Listen Muff. I know you’re bugged with m 
and I don’t blame you. But I made a mistake— jm 
like the one you made with little Marty Pearl.” H 
paused, followed her across the room, grabbed he: 
“You and I belong together.” He felt her incredibl 
tits and realized that he hud missed them. No on 
had tits like Muffin. “We’re a team. I can look afte 
you like nobody else — in every way.” 

She was silent, allowing him to fondle her, feel 
ing her nipples harden. 

“Pack up your things ” Jon whispered, his hand 
sliding down the front of her shorts. “I’ve got some 
very exciting things planned for you.” 

She didn’t say anything. She was waiting for 
the amazing jolt of excitement she felt when Kar- 
men touched her. It didn’t come. His hand was 
between her legs and it didn’t come. His fingers 
were exploring further and it didn’t come. 

She stared at the bulge in his jeans. So what? 

Roughly she moved his hand and stood back— 
liands on iiip s — snxv syrn ? nf-m y/xtli scorn* 

Piss off, Jon. Pm not the same d umb bunny 
you married. You’re not taking another free ride 

with me. So just piss cm — and don Mo the r comin^ 
back.” ’ “ ° 
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It came as a great surprise to her when she was 
picked to do the show. 

“I just c an t believe itl she told Russell, and 
grabbed at the opportunity. 

They went out to celebrate. _ „ 

“I feel I’m at the threshold of a whole new life, 
Cleo enthused. "Television is such a great chal- 
lenge.” 

She threw herself into her new job with bound- 
less enthusiasm. 

The show was an instant success, thanks to 
Cleo. She had a television presence that made her 
an immediate celebrity. 

The loss of privacy was a jolt. Being recognized 
in the supermarket and street by total strangers who 
felt they had every right in die world to talk to 
her. 

And then there were all her new-found friends. 
People she had only met once briefly — maybe with 
Butch, or Mike, or when she was writing for Image . 
Suddenly, according to them, she was their best 
xiend. 


It was all very startling. But Cleo weathered it, 
iccepted it, and eventually began to enjoy it. 

A month after the show was screening, Daniel 
got divorced. 

Ingmar stated to any newspaper that would 
listen that Daniel was an impossible and difficult 

man. She then demanded a million dollar divorce 
settlement. 


Cleo could just imagine Daniel pacing around 
his house in his gym shoes and dyed hair scre amin g 
about the unfairness of it all. ° 

She did think of him often. Sometimes he came 
to her in dreams, and they were back together, and 
oh so happy. Maybe it wasn’t such an impossible 
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ge didn’t even mention to UnsseU lie was going 
—wouldn’t do to give the game away. 

Cleo decided she would call Daniel when she 
arrived in LA. Why not? Then again, why yes? She 
still hadn’t made a firm decision. Yet she had to 
know how she really felt about him. She couldn 
continue in the limbo land of not 
what she wanted. Did she still love him? Didn t shei' 
How did he feel about her? 



ane nacint exactly Deen puuug nuu. — 

had been other men. Only one she had actually slept 
with. Her director on the show who looked ever so 
slightly like Daniel. Now that was sick. She needed 
to know her true feelings so that she could get on 
with the rest of her life. It was as simple as 
that. 

On the plane she enjoyed the celebrity treat- 
ment. She was travelling alone, her crew had gone 
on ahead. 

The TV show was enjoying excellent ratings, 
and Cleo had to admit that she loved doing it more 
ftvery program. 

The thrill of each new guest. The research — 
lone for her—but she still read every author s book, 
; aw every actor s film, read up on every politician. 

She was meeting so many new and interesting 
people. It was a job that was never boring. 

She opened up her Vuitton briefcase. There 
was an art book to study, a record by a new girl rock 
sensation, a folder on Surf Stud and another on The 
Girl mih the Golden Snatch. She was going to Los 
Angeles to tape two specials. One on Muffin— cur- 

Vffin FelurfT, r ?^ d ^ SeCOnd 011 B ^h ^ 
Sur f Stud had become the cult movie, and 


397 



> tu ; eW iD*tog OTt 'X 

i»e* fc?- 4 sv® rTS— ta t 
— rs,d^ wa3,ts t Girlurf A* 

liernSray; . - t „lder on Tte „f si® 

rv.~ nrvened 


.rn away* folder on ,-eries ot su 

— f S leafed ^-gj toag« 

ke «iovie. ' as heU. f»T r good taea 

y * ^ MU stifi P ricVS ** S 

tits, and a was cei 

.-, that _ xAotiic 


It wa* •'•" fa, sW* 

U tits, and a ^ was ctf 

SSb id w 

. standing** 6 ^— f 


i*3tat > ^rt nei“ nSs — 

U\-SS^^ plane," Oleo 

schotherlW^ _» ^ «*° D S V 

-BlS'sS ^— K ■ 

1 was a very 


ved to distraction. A man she now felt absolutely 
jtlww for. No hate. No recri m inations. Yes, they 

O 

ruld be friends. 

She smiled. “Why not?” 

He was pleased. He summoned the stewardess 
nd ordered champagne. 

“This is a celebration,” he told Cleo. “It’s been 
t long time.” 

They talked casually about mutual acquain- 
tances, what was happening over at Hampton Rec- 
ords, Russell, Cleo’s TV show, family. 

“It’s really great to see you." Mike fixed her 
with his incredibly sexual eyes. “I have missed you 
more than you could ever possibly believe.” His 
hand reached over and covered hers. 

Oh Christ! She had fallen into a trap. She didn’t 
need this. Deftly she moved her hand away and 
stood up. “Got to visit the john.” She squeezed past 
him. Damn Mike being on the same plane. He never 
had been a good loser — he probably would only 
consider their marriage over if he had been the one 
to walk. Yet it was over. Irrevocably. She had a 
piece of paper to prove it. 

She stayed in the toilet for a while. She knew 
Mike — knew exactly what the next conversational 
tack would be. In a way it was flattering that he 
obviously still wanted her — but not that flattering. 
He still wanted her because she didn’t want him. 
Shit! What bad luck to be on the same plane as 
Mike. If indeed it was luck. She wouldn’t put it past 
him to have arranged the whole thing . . . 

It occurred to her that there was a way of 
stopping him dead in his tracks, before he said 
things he would regret. She made her way back to 
her seat. 
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He stood attentively to let her pass, makii 
sure there was body contact as she did so. 

“Still got the sexiest ass in the world,”- 1 
leered, the confidence of a successful coeksma 
leep in his voice. 

‘'Your lines haven’t improved. In fact they’i 
getting even cornier.” 

“Ain't nothing wrong with a sexy ass.” 

“Yeah. Ass. That’s all women are to you aren 
hey?” 

“Hey — come on — I was joking. Can't you take 
oke?” 

She stared at him, and wondered how they ha' 
jver survived four-and-a-half years together, “fr 
getting married again. Mike. It’s a secret at th 
noment, so I’d appreciate it if you wouldn’t te] 
myone. Even Russell doesn’t know about it. But 
bought you should know.” 

He was stunned. This piece of news was totally 
unexpected. Cleo. His < fie o getting married again. 

He could feel the anger rising within him. Sh« 
vas a bitch. He had always known it. 

He attempted to keep his voice steady anc 
ight. Mustn’t let the bitch know she had gotten tc 
■ “Who’s the lucky guy then?” 

She was dismissive and secretive. “No one you 
enow.” 

Christ! She had let him sit next to her for the 
vhole frigging flight making a fool of himself. He 
ried to think of something that would hurt. Came 
ip with Cinny. “I was thinking of giving the mar- 
iage scene another try myself,” he said, casually. 

“Oh, yes?” 

“Well . . . you know how it is. Lonely nights— 
onely beds — even if you’ve got three girls shacked 
P with you." 


400 


“I’ve never had that problem myself." 

She was a cutting bitch. Ive been spending a 
lot of time with Ginny.” 

“Ginny?” Cleo couldn't keep the amusement 
out of her voice. 

Not quite the reaction he had expected. “Yes — 
Ginny,” he pushed on regardless, “she’s a very warm 
and giving person. I’ve always had a lot of feeling 
for her.” 

Cleo wanted to say, “Yes — so I discovered in 
London.” Instead she said, “I hope you’ll both be 
very happy.” 

Then, fortunately, the seat belt sign was flashing 
on, and their conversation came to a halt. 

Neither spoke again until the plane had landed, 
and they were ready to disembark. 

“See you around, Cleo,” said Mike. He had 
already spotted a ripe and luscious redhead moving 
down the aisle. She looked like she could entertain 
him for an evening or two. He set off after her. 

Cleo remained seated for a few minutes while 
the plane emptied out 

Mike and Ginny. It couldn’t be true, could it? 
Mike’s taste had always been so much more up- 
market. But then Ginny was probably the perfect 
companion for h im. Two sex maniacs together. 
What could be better. 

She suppressed a smile. Poor old Mike. The 
same tired old lines. Briefly she felt sorry for him — 
but only briefly. He was a big boy. He could look 
after himself. 

Once installed in the Beverly Hills hotel Cleo 
found she had itchy fingers to use the phone. 

Daniel. 

He was on her mind. 


401 


Constantly. 

Funny. It was all the other guys that came 
inning. Daniel merely got married behind her back 
without so much as a word of explanation. It was a 
ery shitty thing to do. After all they had been 
iving together, planning their own marriage. 

It made absolutely no difference to the way she 
celt about him. She wanted to see him — dyed hair 
and all. 

A woman answered the phone. Young, un- 
friendly, with a distinct English accent. Coldly. “I’ll 
see if he’s here.” 

A pause. Then Daniel, “How are tjou P” 

His voice brought back every good memory. 
“I’m fine. You?” 

“The same ” 

She laughed softly. “Is that good or bad?” 

“It depends.” 

“I’m in Los Angeles." 

“Oh. You finally came back.” 

“Yeah, it took me a little time. How did the 
marriage go?" 

“Quickly.” 

His replies were sparse to say the least. “Are you 
alone?” she asked. 

“No” 


“Can you talk?” 
“No” 


You re not married again axe you?” 

' “No" 6 7 

She took a deep breath. “DanieL do you want 
to see me?” 

“Of course.” 

So call me back when you can talk. I’m at the 
Beverly Hills." 
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After hanging up she couldnt concentrate on 
anything. Her director called her about dinner but 

she hedged her way out of it. 

Daniel did not call back. His secretary called at 
approximately 5 pm and in a very businesslike tone 
stated that Mr. Onel wondered if she was free for 
lunch the following day, and if she was he would 
see her at Ma Maison at one o'clock. 

Terrific. Lunch. And Ma Maison was not exact- 
ly the most private place in town. 

Disgusted, she took a sleeping pill and went to 

bed. 


Daniel was waiting when she arrived. Sun- 
tanned, and about eight pounds thinner. He looked 
good. He would never be a matinee idol, but he was 
the best looking man she had ever seen. 

She had dressed carefully. White. His favorite 
color. Not too much make-up. She was as nervous as 
a girl on her first date. 

He stood as she approached the table. “Hello 
Cleo he said. 

She was immediately lost in his eyes. He 
seemed to be returning the silent signals racing back 
and forth. She knew at once he was as nervous as 
she was. 


They ordered some food, picked at it. Gulped 
down the wine. 

JiVho are you living with?” she asked softly. 

A girL” J 

She attempted a laugh. “I was hoping you 
hadn’t switched to boys.” " 5 y 

& 1 w ho’s always around. Sweet, u naxabi- 
uous, concerned only with me.” 

Never runs o2 to New York. Right?” 
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“Right Ingmar was a mistake — but we both 
Icnow — you and I — we would never have worked 
things out.” 

There was a lump in her throat “We 
wouldn’t?" 

He took her hand and held it gently. “You 
know we wouldn't Let’s not kid ourselves, I am a 
very selfish man — I need someone on call twenty- 
four horns a day. I need a yes-lady — and you are a 
lot of things — but a yes-lady — never” 

“What is a yes-lady, anyway?” 

“Someone who’s always there telling me how 
wonderful I am. Fucking stupid isn’t it? But I need 
that in my life.” 

The lump in her throat refused to go. “Yeah, it’s 
stupid.” 

“You’re beautiful, intelligent, and quite rightly, 
you want a career. I could never handle that. I’d go 
out of my mind with jealousy.” 

“I never did anything to make you jealous.” 

“Of course you didn’t. It wasn’t your fault that 
I imagined you screwing your way around New 
York. At home now sits Jilly, She is twenty years 
old, passive, and dedicated to me. She tells me I'm 
the best actor in the world, the best lover, the best 
^ery thing. I am her life. I don’t care about her that 

. but I do need her. You — I cared about much 
too much.” He squeezed her hand. “Do you under- 
stand what I’m saying?” 

Her voice was very low. “I think so.” 

Of course if you wanted to give your career 
up . . . he trailed off, “but you don’t do you?” 

“Don’t answer for me." 

Ive seen you on television. You love it — you 
come alive. You’re like me — you have to express 
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yourself in many ways.” He shrugged. "‘Nothing 

wrong with that” 

“But you couldn’t take it . . .” 

“I’m being honest with you. That’s what our 
relationship was about wasn’t it? We were always 
honest with each other weren’t we?” 

“What about Ingmar?” 

“I never had her in the Bahamas. She turned up 
in L.A. when you were in New York. I was lonely, 
mad at you. She was around. Getting married was a 
horrible mistake. I just wanted to get my own back 
on you.” 

“For what?” 

“For leaving me.” ' 

“Oh Daniel.” Her eyes filled with tears. “I think 
we could make things work.” 

A waiter was hovering, pouring more wine. 
Cleo blinked back tears. This was hardly the place 
to break down. 

“Damnl” The waiter had spilled some wine on 
Daniels gray gaberdine trousers, and was now try- 
ing to rub it off. “Leave it alone, man,” Daniel 
stormed. “Bloody careless.” He grimaced at Cleo. 
“Just had them made — first time I wore them.” 

“Try water. It’s white wine, won’t stain.” 

Industriously he soaked his napkin in water and 
dabbed at the offending stain. Somehow Geo felt 
that if Jilly was around she would produce an in- 
stant solution. After all, a totally dedicated twenty- 
year-old girl would never allow his precious new 
trousers to remain stained. 

Geo stood up. “I have to go,” she said quick- 
ly. 

Daniel stopped rubbing. “Yes, I understand. It 
; was nice seeing you again.” 


£SsrJrJ&s&*z 

Well, that was that. At lease v 
wanted. And lit obviously wasnt*^ 

So . . . she was free . . aU P J ^ nevlit 
Daniel was nght— a yfs f-J he w00 ia be 

be. And if that was the wasn’t the man she 

satisfied with . . . well maybe he wasn tn 

“StSS* to teW* f^etf 2 

r£°te t ’» 4m available.” she sard. 

^^Ct^ed.'You’tesuter 

“You sound pissed off. d vanis b. 

“I am pissed off. You come ^ 

^“relTwtSmeW 

“I’ll pick you up at seven-thirty. 

■ 4 “i’ll look forward to it.” 

V “Anddeo?” 

“Yes” 


will he nice to see you again. Youve been 
avoiding me since . ” ■ " 1 - 


„.Jding me since... T e she 

“Later” She put the phone down. Tru. ^ 

had been avoiding him since they had slep g 

t* Litif 


But it wasn’t his fault he looked ever so siightly 
ike DanieL And anyway— he was young 7 
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least twelve years, and better looking, taller, smart- 
er, and be didn’t dye bis hair, and be wasn’t a 
fucking egomaniac. 

O O 

She sigbecL Time to start forgetting Daniel. 
Definitely time. 
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. Chapter 56 

I 

Muffin "had moved from the Bush, mansion. She now 
lived in a fantasy Spanish Palace os pink brick and 
tile situated in the very center of Beverly Hills. Sne 
did not live alone. Three minia ture dogs cavorted 
through the house, and oriental twin, maids tended 
to her every need. 

In residence also was a young man named Buffi 
He was not unlike Jon. in appearance — skinny, 
blond, boyish. But Buff had no control over Muffins 
new found fortunes, he was merely installed as a 
sort of Keeley figure — Just around for the siz e of his 
cock. 

Karmen and Muffin still shared a more than 
intimate relationship, but for appearances sake they 
ept separate houses. Now that Muffin was the cur- 
rent pomo superstar, she could no longer afford to 
share a house with Karmen. It wouldn’t look right 
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People would talk. And Karmen had a formidabl 
reputation to protect. 

Cleo arrived at the house in a white chan 
feured Cadillac. 

Buff came out to greet her. His tight jeai 
emphasized the reason he was Muffin’s live-in boj 
friend. “Hi," he mumbled, “good t’see you again." 

They bad all spent a drunken evening togethe 
the previous night. Cleo, with her director and prc 
ducer. Buff, with Muffin. 

Cleo remembered the evening with a thi 
smile. Her producer and director had been in 
nervous sweat at meeting Muffin. “What do you sa 
to a broad whose pussy has been seen on ever 
screen in the country?” the producer had askec 
perplexed. 

“Hello puss might be good,” Cleo had replie 
dryly. 

“Don’t joke around. This girl has the most fa 
mous snatch in the country!" 

“Why does that make you so nervous?” 

“Jeeze! I don’t known 

This was the same producer who had met head 
of state, senators, movie stars, and not flinched a 
. all 

' “The male malady," Cleo had said cuttingly, “i 
terror of cunt." 

“You really know how to turn a pretty phrase, 
her producer had replied, disgusted. Then he hat 
shut up. 

As it turned out Muffin had been a delight. Ful 
of girlish giggles and innocence. Cleo had liked he: 
immediately. 

Dinner had been at Trader Vies, and the Navy 
Grogs had been flowing at an alarming rate. Every- 
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one had a good time. Even Cleo. She had decided 
that her director did not resemble Daniel one little 
bit— and when they were in bed together later, it 
was only the influence of the Navy Grogs that made 
her cry out Jt Dameli at her moment of climax. ^ 

The camera crew were already at Muffin s 
house, setting up and getting things together. Pier 
director greeted her with a more than friendly loss. 
Apparently calling out another mans name at or- 
gasm was not the kind of thing to put him off. 

° She pushed him away in an offhand fashion, 
and the make-up girl came at her with a powder 
puff. 

Cleo thought about the interview as she 
glanced around the living-room — it was all thick 
pile carpets and huge cushions. Virgin white. Of 
course. Very predictable. 

Muffin was news. The Girl with the Golden 
Snatch was the biggest grossing porno movie of all 
time. 

Cleo had, of course, seen the film. As porno 
films went it wasn’t bad. But as porno stars went. 
Muffin was sensational. A child woman, with a total- 
ly beautiful body. Nothing tacky about Muffin, she 
lived up to every word in the somewhat crude ti- 
tle. 


It was going to be difficult to attack such a 
sweet little golden bunny. But attack she must. Her 
viewers would expect it. They knew her opinions on 
the way women were used in the massive pomogra- 
p y industry. Only three weeks previously she had 
taken to task the editor of a sick porno magazine. At 
the end of the confrontation the man had been a 
nervous week. As a crusader on women's i 
L4eo had become something of an oveadefc* 


lights 
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Gleo stared straight into the camera, her face 
dert and sincere. 

“Hi, this is Cleo James talking to you from Los 
Angeles — city of dreams, city of angels — and a city 
chat runs one 'of the largest pornographic industries 
in the world. Whatever your kink, you can get it 
aere. Bight now X am sitting in the home of Muffin 
—your average pretty girl next door porno star.” 

The camera panned to include M uffin in the 

shot. 

Cleo turned to her and smiled. “Hi, Muffin. 
Welcome to the show.” 

Muffin dimpled in return. ‘It’s rruj pleasure,” 
;he lisped sexily. 

“Yes,” Cleo said, the smile sliding from her face, 
‘that’s exactly what I wanted to talk to you 
ib out . . .” 

She turned back to face the camera. “Tonight 
adies and gentlemen, our subject is pornography. 
Do we want it? Can we take it? And why the hell 
Ion t we get rid of it?” 

Cleo was back on the screen. It felt good. 
Somehow she knew Daniel was right. This was wheie 
she really belonged. 



